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THE TRAGIC COMEDIANS. 



CHAPTER I. 



After his deed of loftiness Alvan walked to 
his hotel, where the sight of the room Clotilde 
had entered that morning caught his breath. 
He proceeded to write his first letter to 
General von Riidiger, repressing his heart's 
intimations that he had stepped out of the 
friendly path, and was on a strange and tan- 
gled one. The sense of power in him was 
leonine enough to promise the forcing of a 
way whithersoever the path : yet did that 
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2 THE TRAGIC COMEDIANS. 

ghost of her figure across the room haunt 
liim with searching eyes. They set him spy- 
ing over himself at an actor who had not 
needed to be acting his part, brilliant though 
it was. He crammed his energy into his 
idea of the part to carry it forward victori- 
ously. Before the world it would without 
question redound to his credit, and he heard 
the world acclaiming him : — 

"Alvan's wife was honourably won, as be- 
came the wife of a doctor of law, from the 
bosom of her family, when he could have had 
her in the old lawless fashion for a call to a 
coachman ! Alvan, the republican, is emi- 
nently a citizen. Consider his past life by 
that test of his character." 

He who had many times defied the world in 
hot rebellion, had become, through his desire 
to cherish a respectable passion, if not ex- 
actly slavish to it, subservient as we see royal 
personages that are happy to be on bowing 
terms with the multitude bowing lower. 
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Lower, of course, the multitude must bow, 
to inspire an august serenity; but the nod 
they have in exchange for it is not an inde- 
pendent one. Ceasing to be a social rebel, 
he conceived himself as a recognized digni- 
tary, and he passed under the bondage of 
that position. 

Clotilde had been in this room; she had 
furnished proof that she could be trusted 
now. She had committed herself, perished 
as a maiden of society, and her parents, even 
the senseless mother, must see it and decide 
by it. The general would bring her to reason : 
General von EtLdiger was a man of the world. 
An honourable son-in-law could not be unac- 
ceptable to him — now, at least. And such a 
son-in-law would ultimately be the pride of 
his house. " A flower from thy garden, friend, 
and my wearing it shall in good time be 
cause for some parental gratification." 

The letter despatched, Alvan paced his 
chamber with the ghost of Clotilde. He was 
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presently summoned to meet Count Walburg 
and another intimate of the family in the 
hotel down stairs. These gentlemen brought 
him no message from General von Kiidiger : 
their words were directed to extract a promise 
from him that he would quit his pursuit of 
Clotilde, and of course he refused ; they hinted 
that the general might have official influence 
to get him expelled the city, and he re- 
ferred them to the proof; but he looked 
beyond the words at a new something of ex- 
traordinary and sinister aspect revealed to 
him in their maimer of treating his preten- 
sions to the hand of the lady. 

He had not yet perfectly seen the view 
the world took of him, because of his 
armed opposition to the world; nor could 
he rightly reflect on it yet, being too anxious 
to sign the peace. He felt as it were ^ blow 
startling him from sleep. His visitors tasked 
themselves to be strictly polite ; they did 
not undervalue his resources for commanding 
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respect between man and man. The strange 
matter was behind their bearing, which in- 
dicated the positive impossibility of the 
union of Clotilde with one such as he, and 
struck at the curtain covering his history. 
He could not raise it to thunder his defence 
of himself, or even allude to the implied 
contempt of his character : with a boiling 
gorge he was obliged to swallow both the 
history and the insult, returning them the 
equivalent of their courtesies, though it was 
on his lips to thunder heavily. 

A second endeavoui^ in an urgent letter 
before nightfall, to gain him admission to head- 
quarters met the same repulse as the fore- 
going. The bearer of it was dismissed without 
an answer. 

Alvan passed a night of dire disturbance. 
The fate of the noble Genoese conspirator, 
slipping into still harbour water on the step 
from boat to boat, and borne down by the 
weight of his armour in the moment of the 
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ripeness of his plot at midnight, when the 
signal for action sparkled to lighten across 
the ships and forts, had touched him in his 
boy's readings, and he found a resemblance 
of himself to Fieschi, stopped as he was by 
a base impediment, tripped ignominiously, 
choked by the weight of the powers fitting 
him for battle. A man such as Alvan, 
arrested on his career by an opposition to 
his enrolment of a bride 1 — think of it 1 What 
was this girl in a life like his ? But, oh ! 
the question was no sooner asked than the 
thought that this girl had been in this room 
illuminated the room, telling him she might 
have been his own this instant, confounding 
him with an accusation of madness for re- 
jecting her. Why had he done it ? Surely 
women, weak women, must be at times 
divinely inspired. She warned him against 
the step. But he, proud of his armoury, 
went his way. He choked, he suffered the 
torture of the mailed Genoese going under; 
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worse, for the drowner's delirium swirls but 
a minute in the gaping brain, while he had 
to lie all night at the mercy of the night. 

He was only calmer when morning came. 
Night has little mercy for the self-reproachful, 
and for a strong man denouncing the folly of 
his error, it has. none. The bequest of the 
night was a fever of passion; and upon that 
fever the light of morning cleared his head to 
weigh the force opposing him. He gnawed 
the paradox, that it was huge because it was 
petty, getting a miserable sour sustenance 
out of his consciousness of the position it ex- 
plained. Great enemies, great undertakings, 
would have revived him as they had always 
revived and fortified. But here was a stolid 
small obstacle, scarce assailable on its own 
level; and he had chosen that it should be 
attacked through its own laws and forms. 
By shutting a door, by withholding an answer 
to his knocks, the thing reduced him to 
hesitation. And the thing had weapons to 
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shoot at him; his history, his very blood, 
stood open to its shafts ; and the sole quality 
of a giant which he could show to. front it, 
was the breadth of one for a mark. 

These direct perceptions of the circumstances 
were played on by the fever he drew from his 
Fieschi bed. Accuracy of vision in our crises is 
not so uncommon as the proportionate equality 
of feeling:- we do indeed frequently see with 
eyes of just measurement while we are con- 
ducting ourselves like madmen. The facts are 
seen, and yet the spinning nerves will change 
their complexion ; and without enlarging or 
minimizing, they will alternate their effect on 
us immensely through the colour presenting 
them — now sombre, now hopeful : doing its 
work of extravagance upon perceptibly plain 
matter. The fitful colour is the fever. He 
must win her, for he never yet had failed — he 
had lost her by his folly ! She was his — she 
was torn from him ! She would come at his 
bidding — she would cower to her tyrants I The 
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thought of her was life and death in his 
frame, bright heaven and the abyss. At one 
beat of the heart she swam to his arms, at 
another he was left straining over darkness. 
And whose the fault? He rose out of his 
amazement crying it with a roar, and foreignly 
beholding himself. He pelted himself with 
epithets; his worst enemies could not have 
been handier in using them. From Alvan 
to AJvan they signified such an earthquake 
in a land of splendid structures as shatters 
to dust the pride of the works of men. He 
was down among them, lower than the herd, 
rolling in vulgar epithets that, attached to 
one like him, became of monstrous distortion. 
fool ! dolt ! blind ass ! tottering idiot ! 
drunken masquerader ! miserable Jack Knave, 
performing suicide with that blessed coxcomb 
air of curling a lock 1 — Clotilde ! Clotilde ! 
Where has one read a story of a man who 
had the jewel of jewels in his hand, and 
flung it into the deeps, thinking that he flung 
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a pebble ? Fish, fool, fish 1 and fish till 
Doomsday! There's nothing but your fool's 
face in the water to be got to bite at the 
bait you throw, fool 1 Fish for the flung- 
away beauty, and hook your shadow of a 
Bottom's head ! What impious villain was 
it refused the gift of the gods, that he might 
have it bestowed on him according to his 
own prescription of the ceremonies! They 
laugh ! By Orcus ! how they laugh ! The 
laughter of the gods is the lightning of death's 
irony over mortals. Can they have a finer 
subject than a giant gone fool? 

Tears burst from him : tears of rage, regret, 
self-lashing. O for yesterday ! He called 
aloud for the recovery of yesterday, bellowed, 
groaned. A giant at war with pigmies, having 
nought but their weapons, having to fight 
them on his knees, to fight them with the 
right hand while smiting himself with the 
left, has too much upon him to keep his 
private dignity in order. He was the same 
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in his letters — a Cyclops hurling rocks and 
raising the seas to shipwreck. Dignity was 
cast off; he came out naked. Letters to 
Clotilde, and to the baroness, to the friend 
nearest him just then, Colonel von Tresten, 
calling them to him, were dashed to paper 
in this naked frenzy, and he could rave with 
all the truth of life that to have acted the 
idiot, more than the loss of the woman, was 
the ground of his anguish. Each antecedent 
of his career had been a step of strength and 
success. The loss of the woman by his 
personal act towered above him like a wrath- 
ful vanishing of his guardian goddess in a 
cloud, for a sign of strength and success de- 
parted. The woman was but a fragment of 
the tremendous wreck ; the woman was utterly 
diminutive, yet she was the key of the recon- 
struction; the woman won, he would be himself 
once more: and feeling that, his passion for 
her swelled to full tide and she became a 
towering splendour whereat his eyeballs ached. 
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she became a melting armful that shook him 
to big bursts of tears. 

The feeling of the return of strength was 
his love in force. The giant in him loved her 
warmly. Her sweetness, her archness, the 
opening of her lips, their way of holding 
closed, and her brightness of wit, her tender 
eyelashes, her appreciating looks, her sighing, 
the thousand varying shades of her motions 
and her features interflowing like a lighted 
water, swam to him one by one like so many 
handmaiden messengers distinctly beheld of 
the radiant indistinct whom he adored with 
more of spirit in his passion than before this 
tempest. A giant going through a giant's 
contortions, fleshly as the race of giants, and 
gross, coarse, dreadful, likely to be horrible 
when whipped and stirred to the dregs, Alvan 
was great-hearted : he could love in his giant's 
fashion, love and lay down life for the woman 
he loved, though the nature of the passion was 
not heavenly; or for the friend — who would 
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have to excuse him often; or for the public 
cause — which was to minister to his appetites. 
He was true man, a native of earth, and if 
he could not quit his huge personality to 
pipe spiritual music during a storm of trouble, 
being a soul wedged in the gnarled wood of the 
standing giant oak, and giving mighty sound 
of timber at strife rather than the angelical 
cry, he suffered, as he loved, to his depths. 

We have not to plumb the depths; he 
was not heroic, but hugely man. Love 
and man sometimes meet for noble concord; 
the strings of the hungry instrument are 
not all so rough that Love's touch on them 
is indistinguishable from the rattling of the 
wheels within ; certain herald harmonies have 
been heard. But Love, which purifies and 
enlarges us, and sets free the soul, Love 
visiting a fleshly frame must have time and 
space^ and some help of circumstance, to 
give the world assurance that the man is a 
temple fit for the rites. Out of romances 
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he is not melodiously composed. And in a 
giant are various giants to be slain, or 
thoroughly subdued, ere this divinity is taken 
for leader. It is not done by miracle. 

As it happened cruelly for Alvan, the 
woman who had become the radiant indistinct 
in his desiring mind was one whom he knew 
to be of a shivery steadfastness. His plucking 
her from another was neither wonderful nor 
indefensible ; they two were suited as no other 
two could be ; the handsome boy who had gone 
through a form of plighting with her was 
her slave, and she required for her mate a 
master : she felt it and she sided to him quite 
naturally, moved by the sacred direction of 
the acknowledgment of a mutual fitness. 
Twice, however, she had relapsed on the occa- 
sions of his absence, and owning his poT^Ter 
over her when they were together again, she 
sowed the fatal conviction that he held her 
at present, and that she was a woman only 
to be held at present, by the palpable grasp 
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of his physical influence. Partly it was cor- 
rect, not entirely, seeing that she kept the 
impression of a belief in him even when she 
drifted away through sheer weakness, but the 
conviction was the single positive view he had 
of her, and it was fatal, for it begat a devil 
of impatience. 

**They are undermining her now — now — 
now I " 

He started himself into busy frenzies to 
reach to her, already indifferent to the means, 
and waxing increasingly reckless as he fed on 
his agitation. Some faith in her, even the 
little she deserved, would have arrested him : 
unhappily he had less than she, who had 
enough to nurse the dim sense of his fixity, and 
sank from him only in her heart's faintness, 
but he, when no longer flattered by the evi- 
dence of his mastery, took her for sand. Why, 
then, had he let her out of his grasp ? The 
horrid echoed interrogation flashed a hideous 
view of the woman. But how had he come to 
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be guilty of it ? he asked himself again ; and, 
without answering him, his counsellors to that 
poor wisdom set to work to complete it : Giant 
Vanity urged Giant Energy to make use 
of Giant Duplicity. He wrote to Clotilde, 
with one voice quoting the law in their 
favour, with another commanding her to 
break it. He gathered and drilled a legion 
of spies, and showered his gold in bribes 
and plots to get the letter to her, to 
get an interview— one human word between 
them. 




CHAPTER II. 

His friend Colonel von Tresten was beside 
him when he received the enemy's counter- 
stroke. Count Walburg and his companion 
(/ brought a letter from Clotilde — no reply ; a 

letter renouncing him. 

Briefly, in cold words befitting the act, she 
stated that the past must be dead between 
them ; for the future she belonged to her 
parents ; she had left the city. She knew not 
where he might be, her letter concluded, but 
henceforward he should know that they were 
strangers. 

(j ' VOL. II. C 

/ 
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Alvan held out the deadly paper when he 
had read the contents ; he smote a forefinger on 
it and crumpled it in his hand. That was the 
dumb oration of a man shocked by the out- 
rage upon passionate feeling to the state of 
brute. His fist, outstretched to the length 
of his arm, shook the reptile letter under a 
terrible frown. 

Tresten saw that he supposed himself to be 
perfectly master of his acts because be had 

not spoken and had managed to preserve the 
ordinary courtesies. 

" You have done your commission," the 
colonel said to Count Walburg, whose com- 
pardon was not disposed to go without obtain- 
ing satisfactory assurances, and pressed for 
them. 

Alvan fastened on him, "You adopt the 
responsibility of this?" He displayed the 
letter. 

" I do." 

" It Ues." 
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Tresten remarked to Count Walburg : 
'These visits are provocations." 

" They are not so intended," said the count, 
bowing pacifically. His friend was not a man 
of the sword, and was not under the obligation 
to accept an insult. They left the letter to 
do its work. 

Big natures in their fits of explosiveness 
must be taken by flying shots, as dwarfs peep 
on a monster, or the Scythian attacked a 
phalanx. Were we to hear all the roarings 
of the shirted Heracles, a world of comfortable 
little ones would doubt the unselfishness of his 
love of Dejaneira. Yes, really : they would 
think it was not a chivalrous love : they would 
consider that he thought of himself too 
much. They would doubt, too, of his being 
a gentleman ! Partial glimpses of him, one 
may fear, will be discomposing to easy tunics. 
There was a short black eruption. Alvan 
controlled it to ask hastily what the baroness 
thought and what she had heard of Clotilde. 

c 2 
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Tresten made sign that it was nothing of the 
best. 

" See ! my girl has hundreds of enemies, 
and I, only I, know her and can defend her 
— weak, base, shallow trickster, traitress that 
she is ! " cried Alvan, and came down in a 
thundershower upon her : " Yesterday — the day 
before— when ? just now, she was mine, swore 
it to me, here, in this room; gave herself 
— and now ! " He bent, and immediately 
straightening his back, addressed Colonel von 
Tresten as her calumniator, '* Say your worst 
of her, and I say I will make of that girl 
the peerless woman of earth ! I ! in earnest ! 
it*s no dream. She can be made .... Oh 
God ! the beast has turned tail ! I knew she 
could. There's three of beast to one of 
goddess in her, and set her alone, and let her 
be hunted and I not by, beast it is with 
her ! cowardly skulking beast — the noblest 
and very bravest under my wing ! — In- 
comprehensible to you, Tresten? But who 
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understands women ! You hate her. Do not. 
She's a riddle, but no worse than the rest 
of the tangle. She gives me up ? Pooh ! 
She writes it. She writes anything. And 
that vilest, I say, I will make more enviable, 

more Clotilde ! " he thundered her 

signature in an amazement, broken suddenly 
by the sight of her putting her name to the 
letter. She had done that, written her name 
to the renunciation of him ! No individual 
could bear the sight of such a crime, and 
no suffering man could be appeased by a 
single victim to atone for it. Her sex must 
be slaughtered ; he raged against the woman ; 
she became that ancient poisonous thing, 
the woman; his fury would not distinguish 
her as Clotilde, though the name had started 
him, and it was his knowledge of the par- 
ticular sinner which drew down his curses 
on the sex. He twisted his body, hugging 
at his breast as if he had her letter sticking 
in his ribs. The letter was up against his 
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ribs, and he thumped it, crushed it, patted 
it; he kissed it, and flung it, stamped 
on it, and was foulmouthed. Seeing it at 
his feet, he bent to it like a man snapped 
in two, lamenting, bewailing himself, recover- 
ing sight of her fragmentarily. It stuck in 
his ribs, and in scorn of the writer, and 
sceptical of her penning it, he tugged to pull 
it out, and broke the shaft, but left the rank- 
ling arrow-head: — she had traced the lines, 
and though tyranny racked her to do 
that thing, his agony followed her hand 
over the paper to her name, which fixed and 
bit in him like the deadly-toothed arrowhead 
called asp, and there was no uprooting it. 
The thing lived ; her deed was the woman ; 
there was no separating them: witness it in 
love murdered. 

O that woman ! She has murdered love. 
She has blotted love completely out. She is 

the arch-thief and assassin of mankind— the 
female ApoUyon. He lost sight of her again in 
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the prodigious iniquity covering her sex with 
a cowl of night, and it was what women are, 
what women will do, the one and all alike 
simpering simulacra that men find them to be, 
soulless, clogs on us, blood-suckers 1 until a 
feature of the particular sinner peeped out on 
him, and brought the fresh agony of a re- 
minder of his great-heartedness. "For that 
woman — Tresten, you know me — I would have 
sacrificed for that woman fortune and life, my 
hope, my duty, my immortality. She knew 
it, and she — look ! '* he unwrinkled the letter 
carefully for it to be legible, and clenched it 
in a ball — " Signs her name, signs her name, 
her name 1 — God of heaven ! it would be in- 
credible in a holy chronicle — signs her name 
to the infamous harlotry ! See : ' Clotilde 
von Riidiger.' It's her writing; that's her 
signature: 'Clotilde' in full. You'd hardly 
fancy that, now ? But look I " the colonel's 
eyelids were blinking, and Alvan dinted his 
finger-nail under her name; "there it is: 
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Clotilde : signed shamelessly. Just as she 
might have written to one of her friends about 
bonnets, and balls, and books ! — Henceforward 
strangers, she and I ? " 

His laughter, even to Tresten, a man of 
camps, sounded profane as a yell beneath 
a cathedral dome. "Why, the woman has 
been in my hands — I released her, spared 
her, drilled brain and blood, ransacked all 
the code, to do her homage and honour in 
every mortal way ; and we two strangers ! Do 
you hear that, Tresten ? Why — if you had 
seen her ! — she was lost, and I, this man she 
now pierces with ice, kept hell down under 
bolt and bar — worse, I believe, broke a good 
woman's heart! — that never a breath should 
rise that could accuse her on suspicion, or in 
malice, or by accident, justly, or with a shadow 
of truth. * / think it best for us loth.' So she 
thinks for me ! She not only decides, she 
thinks ; she is the active principle ; 'tis mine 
to submit. — A certain presumption was in 
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that girl always. — Ha ! do you hear me ? 
Her letter may sting, it shall not dupe. 
Strangers ? Poor fool ! You see plainly she 
was nailed down to write the thing. This 
letter is a flat lie. She can lie — Oh ! born to 
the art ! bom to it ! — lies like a Saint tricking 

■ 

Satan ! But she says she has left the city. 
Now to find her ! " 

He began marching about the room with 
great strides. " 111 have the whole Con- 
tinent up; her keepers shall have no rest; 
I'll have them by the Law Courts, and by 
stratagem, and, if law and cunning fail, 
force. I have sworn it. I have done all 
that honour can ask of a man; more than 
any man, to my knowledge, would have 
done, and now it's war. I declare war on 
them. They will have it ! I mean to take 
that girl from them — snatch or catch ! The girl 
is my girl, and if there are laws against my 
having my own, to powder with the laws ! 
Well, and do you suppose me likely to be 
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beaten ? Then Cicero was a fiction, and 
Caesar a people's legend. Not if they are 
history, and eloquence and commandership 
have power over the blood and souls of men. 
First, I write to her ! " 

His friend suggested that he knew not where 
she was. But already the pen was at work, 
the brain pouring as from a pitcher. 

Writing was blood-letting, and the inter- 
minable pages drained him of his fever. As 
he wrote, she grew more radiant, more in- 
distinct, more fiercely desired. The concen- 
tration of his active mind directed his whole 
being on the track of Clotilde, idealizing 
her beyond human. That last day when he 
had seen her appeared to him as the day of 
days. That day was Clotilde herself, she in 
person; he saw it as the woman, and saw 
himself translucent in the great luminousness ; 
and behind it all was dark, as in front. That 
one day was the sun of his life. It had been 
a day of rain, and he beheld it in memory just 
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as it had been, with the dark threaded air, the 
dripping streets; and he glorified it past all 
daily radiance. His letter was a burning hjonn 
to the day. His moral grandeur on the day 
made him live as part of the splendour. Was 
it possible for the woman who had seen him 
then to be faithless to him? The swift de- 
duction from his own feelings cleansed her of 
a suspicion to the contrary, and he became 
light-hearted. He hummed an air when he 
had finished his letter to her. 

Councils with his adherents and couriers 
were held, and some were despatched to watch 
the house and slip the letter to her maid; 
others were told off to bribe and hound their 
way on the track of Clotilde. His gold rained 
into their hands with the directions. 

Colonel von Tresten was the friend of his 
attachment to the baroness; a friend of both, 
and a warm one. Men coming into contact 
with Alvan took their shape of friend or enemy 
sharply, for he was friend or enemy of no 
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dubious feature, devoted to them he loved, and 
a battery on them he opposed. The colonel 
had been the confidant of the baroness's grief 
over this love-passion of Alvan's, and her re- 
signation. He shared her doubts of Clotilde's 
nobility of character : the reports were not 
favourable to the young lady. But the 
baroness and he were of one opinion, that 
Alvan.in love was not likely to be governable 
by prudent counsel. He dropped a word of 
the whispers of Clotilde's volatility. 

Alvan nodded his perfect assent. "She is 
that, she is anything you like; you cannot 
exaggerate her for good or evil. She is match- 
less, colour her as you please.'* Adopting the 
tone of argument, he said : " She writes that 
letter. Well ? It is her writing, and the moment 
I am sure of it as hers, I would not have it 
unwritten. I love it ! " He looked maddish 
with his love of the horrible thing, and resumed 
soberly : " The point is, that she has the 
charm for rrie. She is plastic in my hands. 
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Other men would waste the treasure. T make 
of her what I will, and she knows it, and 
knows that she hangs on me to flourish 
worthily. I breathe the very soul of the 
woman into her. As for that letter of hers — " 
it burnt him this time to speak of the letter : 
" she may write and write ! She's weak, thin, 
a reed ; she — let her be ! Say of her when 
she plays beast — she is absent from Alvan I I 
can forgive. The letter's nothing; it means 
nothing — except ' Thou fool, Alvan, to let me 
go.' Yes, that ! Her people are acting tyrant 
with her — as legally they have no right to do 
in this country, and I shall prove it to them. 
When I have gained admission to her — and I 
soon shall : it can't be refused : I am off to 
the head of her father's oflSce to-morrow, and 
I have only to represent the state of affairs to 
the Minister in my language to obtain his 
authority to demand admission to her : — 
then, friend, you will see ! I lift my finger, 
and you will seel At my request she 
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went back to her mother. I have but to 
beckon." 

He had cooled to the happy assurance of his 
authority over her, all the giants of his system 
being well in action, and when that is the case 
with a big nature it is at rest, or such is the 
condition of repose granted it in life. 

On the morrow he was off to batter at doors 
which would have expected rather the summon 
of an armed mob at his heels than the Strang 
cry of the radical man maltreated by love. 





CHAPTER ni. 



The story of Clotilde's departure from the 
city, like that of Alvan's, communicated to Ler 
by her maid, was an anticipation of the truth 
disseminated by her parents. She was re- 
moved when the swarm of spies and secret 
letter-bearers were attaining a position of 
d^nity through the rumour of legal gentlemen 
about to direct the movements of the besieging 
army. 

A stir seemed to her to prognosticate a rescue 
and she went not unwillingly. To be in mo- 
tion, to see roadside faces, pricked her senses 
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with some hope. She had gained the peace 
she needed, and in that state her heart began 
to be agitated by a fresh awakening, luxurious 
at first rather than troublesome. She had 
sunk so low that the light of A Ivan seemed 
too distant for a positive expectation of him ; 
but few approached her whom she did not 
fancy under strange disguises : the gentlemen 
were servants, the blouses were gentlemen ; she 
looked wistfully at old women bearing baskets 
for the forbidden fruit to peep out in the form 
of an envelope. All passed her blankly, 
noticing her eyes. 

The journey was short ; she was taken to a 
place a little beyond the head of the lake, 
and there, though she had liberty to breathe 
the air, fast fixed within the walls of a daily 
sameness that became gradually the hum of 
voices accusing Alvan of one in excess of the 
many sins laid against him by his enemies. 
Was he not possibly an empty pretender to 
power — a mere great talker? Her bit of 
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liberty increased her chajfing at the deadly 
monotony of this existence, and envenomed 
the accusation by seeming to push her forth 
quite half way to meet him, if he would but 
come or show sign ! She impetuously vindi- 
cated him from the charge of crediting the 
sincerity of any words she might have com- 
mitted to paper at the despotic dictation of 
her father. Oh, no ; Alvan could not be guilty 
of such folly as that ; he could not ; it would 
be to suppose him unacquainted with her, 
ignorant of the nature of women. He would 
know that she wrote the words — ^why ? She 
could not perfectly recollect how she had come 
to write them, and found it easier to extinguish 
the act of having written them at all, which 
was done by the angry recurrence to his failure 
to intervene now when the drama cried for 
his godlike appearance. Perhaps he was 
really unacquainted with her — thought her 
stronger than she was ! The idea reflected a 
shadow on his intelligence. She was not in 
VOL. II. D 
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a situation that could bear of her blaming 
herself. 

While she was thus devoured by the legions 
of her enfeebled wits, Clotilde was assiduously 
courted by her family, and her father from time 
to time brought pen and paper for her to write 
anew from his dictation. He was pleased to 
hail her as his fair secretary, and when the 
letters were unimportant she wrote fiowingly, 
happy to be praised. They were occasionally 
addressed to friends; she discovered herself 
writing one to the professor, in which he was 
about to be informed that she had resolved to 
banish Alvan from her mind for ever. She 
stopped ; her heart stopped ; the pen fell from 
her hand outfingered in loathing. Her father 
warily bade her proceed. She could not ; she 
signified it choking. Only a few days before she 
had written to the professor exultingly of her en- 
gagement. She refused to belie herself in such a 
manner ; retrospectively her rapid contradictions 
appeared impossible ; the picture of her was not 
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human, and she gave out a negative of her 
whole frame convulsed, whereat the general 
was not slow to remind her of the scourgings 
she had undergone by a sudden burst of his 
wrath. He knew the proper physic. "You 
girls want the lesson we read to skittish re- 
cruits ; you shall have it. Write : ' He is now 
as nothing to me.' You shall write that you 
hate him, if you hesitate ! Why, you un- 
reasonable slut, you have given him up; you 
have told him you have given him up, and 
what objection can you have to telling others 
now you have done it ? " 

" I was forced to it, body and soul I " cried 
Clotilde, sobbing and bursting into desperation 
out of a weak show of petulance that she had 
put on to propitiate him. " If I have to tell, I 
will tell how it was. For that my heart is 
unchanged, and Alvan is, and will be, my lord, 
all the world may see. I would rather write 
that I hate him." 

"You write, the man is noiv as nothing to 

D 2 
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me ! " said her father, dashing his finger in a 
fiery zig-zag along the line for her pen to 
follow. *' Or else, my girl, you've been playing 
us a pretty farce 1 " He strung himself for a 

mad gallop of wrath, gave her a shudder, and 
relapsed. "No, no, you're wiser, you're a 
better girl than that. Write it. I must have 
it written — ^here, come I The worst is over ; 
the rest is child's play. Come, take the pen, 
I'll guide your hand." 

The pen was fixed in her hand, and the first 
words formed. They looked such sprawling 
skeletons that Clotilde had the comfort of feel- 
ing sure they would be discerned as the work 
of compulsion. So she wrote on mechanically, 
solacing herself for what she did with vows of 
future revolt. Alvan had a saying, that want 
of courage is want of sense ; and she remem- 
bered his illustration of how sense would 
nourish courage by scattering the fear of death, 
if we would only grasp the thought that we 
sink to oblivion gladly at night, and, most of 
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US, quit it reluctantly in the morning. She 
shut her eyes while writing ; she fancied death 
would be welcome ; and as she certainly had 
sense, she took it for the promise of courage. 
She flattered herself by believing, therefore, 
that she who did not object to die was only 
awaiting the cruelly-delayed advent of her lover 
to be almost as brave as he — the feminine of 
him. With these ideas in her head much 
clearer than when she wrote the couple of lines 
to Alvan — for then her head was reeling, she 
was then beaten and prostrate — she signed her 
name to a second renunciation of him, and was 
aware of a flush of self-reproach at the simple 
suspicion of his being deceived by it; it was 
an insult to his understanding. Full surely 
the professor would not be deceived, and a lover 
with a heart to reach to her and read her could 
never be hoodwinked by so palpable a piece of 
slavishness. She was indeed slavish ; the 
apology necessitated the confession. But that 
promise of courage, coming of her ownership 
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of sense, vindicated her prospectively ; she had 
so little of it that she embraced it as a present 
possession, and she made it Alvan's task to 
put it to the trial. Hence it became Alvan's 
olBFence if, owing to his absence, she could be 
charged with behaving badly. Her generosity 
pardoned him his inexplicable delay to appear 
in his might : " But see what your continued 
delay causes ! " she said, and her tone was merely 
sorrowful. 

She had forgotten her signature to the letter 
to the professor when his answer arrived. The 
sight of the handwriting of one of her lover's 

faithfuUest friends was like a peal of bells to 
her, and she tore the letter open, and began to 
blink and spell at a strange language, taking 
the frosty sentences piecemeal. He begged her 
to be firm in her resolution, give up Alvan and 
obey her parents ! This man of high intelli- 
gence and cultivation wrote like a provincial 
schoolmistress moralizing. Though he knew 
the depth of her passion for Alvan, and had 



THE TKAGIC COMEDIANS. 39 

withm the month received her lark-song of 
her betrothal, he, this man — if living man he 
could be thought — counselled her to endeavour 
to deserve the love and respect of her parents, 
alluded to Alvan's age and her better birth 
approved her resolve to consult the wishes of 
her family, and in fine was as rank a traitor 
to friendship as any chronicled. Out on him ! 
She swept him from earth. 

And she had built some of her hopes on 
the professor ! 

" False friend 1 " she cried. 

She wept over Alvan for having had so 
false a friend. 

There remained no one that could be 
expected to intervene with a strong arm save 
the baroness. 

The professor's emphasized approval of her 
resolve to consult the wishes of her family 
was a shocking hypocrisy, and Clotilde thought 
of the contrast to it in her letter to the 
baroness. The tripping and stumbling 
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prettily awkward little tone of gosling innocent 
new from its egg throughout the letter was a 
triumph of candour. She repeated passages, 
paragraphs, of the letter, assuring herself that 
such affectionately reverential prattle would 
have moved her, and with the strongest desire 
to cast her arms about the writer : it had been 
composed to be moving to a woman, to any 
woman. The old woman was entreated to 
bestow her blessing on the young one, all in 
Arcadia, and let the young one nestle to the 
bosom she had not an idea of robbing. She 
could not have had the idea, else how could 
she have made the petition? And in order 
to compliment a venerable dame on her pure 
friendship for a gentleman, it was impera- 
tive to reject the idea. Besides, after seeing 
the photograph of the baroness, common 
civility insisted on the purity of her friendship. 
Nay, in mercy to the poor gentleman, 
friendship it must be. 

A letter of reply from that noble lady was 
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due. Possibly she had determined not to 
write, but to act. She was a lady of exalted 
birth, a lady of the upper aristocracy, who 
could, if she would, bring both a social and 
official pressure upon the general : and it might 
be in motion now behind the scenes. Clotilde 
laid hold of her phantom baroness, almost 
happy under the phantom's whisper that she 
need not despair. "You have been a little 
weak," the phantom said to her, and she 
acquiesced with a soft sniffle, adding : " But, 
dearest, honoured lady, you are a woman, and 
know what our trials are when we are so perse- 
cuted. O that I had your beautiful sedateness ! 
I do admire it, madam. I wish I could 
imitate." She carried her dramatic ingenuous- 
ness farther still by saying : " I have seen your 
photograph ;" implying that the inimitable, the 
much coveted air of composure breathed out of 
yonder presentment of her features. "For I 
can't call you good-looking," she said within 
herself, for the satisfaction of her sense of 
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candour, of her sense of contrast as well. And 
shutting her eyes, she thought of the horrid 
penitent a harsh-faced woman in confession 
must be. 

The picture sent her swimmingly to the 
confessional, where sat a man with his 
head in a hood, and he soon heard enough of 
mixed substance to dash his hood, almost 
his head, off. Beauty may be immoderately 
frank in soul to the ghostly. The black page 
comprised a very long list. " But put this on 
the white page," says she to the surging father 
inside his box — " I loved Alvan ! " A sentence 
or two more fetches the Alvanic man jumping 
out of the priest : and so closely does she 
realize it that she has to hunt herself into a 
comer with the question, whether she shall tell 
him she guessed him to be no other than her 
lover. " How could you expect a girl, who is 
not a Papist, to come kneeling here ? " she 
says. And he answers with no matter what 
of a gallant kind. 
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In this manner her natural effervescence 
amused her sorrowful mind while gazing from 
her chamber window at the mountain sides 
across the valley, where tourists, in the autum- 
nal season, sweep up and down like a tidal 
river. She had ceased to weep ; she had out- 
wept the colour of her eyes and the consolation 
of weeping. Dressed in black to the throat, 
she sat and waited the arrival of her phantom 
friend, the baroness — that angel I who proved 
her goodness in consenting to be the friend of 
Alvan*s beloved, because she was the true 
friend of Alvan ! How cheap such a way of 
proving goodness Clotilde did not consider. 
She wanted it so. 

The mountain heights were in dusty sun- 
light. She had seen them day after day 
thinly lined on the dead sky, inviting thunder 
and doomed to sultriness. She looked on the 
garden of the house, a desert under bee and 
butterfly. Looking beyond the garden she 
perceived her father on the glaring road, and 
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one with him, the sight of whom did not flush 
her cheek or spring her heart to a throb, 
though she pitied the poor boy: — ^he was 
useless to her, utterly. 

Soon her Indian Bacchus was in the room, 
and alone with her, and at her feet. Her 
father had given him hope. He came bearing 
eyes that were like hope's own ; and kneeling, 
kissing her hands, her knees, her hair, he 
seemed unaware that she was inanimate. 

There was nothing imaginable in which he 
could be of use. 

He was only another dust-cloud of the sultry 
sameness. She had been expecting a woman, 
a tempest choral with sky and mountain 
and valley-hollows as the overture to Alvan's 
appearance. 

But he roused her. With Marko she had 
never felt her cowardice, and his passionately 
beseeching, trembling, " Will you have me ? " 
called up the tiger in the girl ; in spite of pity 
for his voice she retorted on her parents : 
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** Will I have you ? I ? You ask me what is 
my will ? It sounds oddly from you, seeing 
that I wrote to you in Lucerne what I 
would have, and nothing has changed in 
me since then, nothing! My feeling for him 
is unaltered, and everything you have heard 
of me was wrung out of me by my unhappi- 
ness. The world is dead to me and all in 
it that is not Sigismund Alvan. To you I 
am accustomed to speak every thought of 
my soul, and I tell you the world and all it 
has is dead to me, even my parents — I hate 
them." 

Marko pressed her hands. If he loved her 
slavishly it was generously. The wild thing he 
said was one of the frantic leaps of generosity 
in a heart that was gone to impulse : " I see it, 
they have martyrized you. I know you so well, 
Clotilde! So, then, come to me, come with 
me, let me cherish you. I will take you and 
rescue you from your people, and should it be 
your positive wish to meet Alvan again, I 
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myself will take you to him, and then you may 
choose between us." 

The generosity was evident. There was never- 
theless, to a young woman realizing the position 
foreshadowed by such a project, the suspicion 
of a slavish hope nestling among the circum- 
stances in the Background, and this she was 
taught by the dangerous emotion of gratitude 
gaining on her, and melting her to him. 

She too had a slavish hope that was athirst 
and sinking, and it flew at the throat of Marko's, 
eager to satiate its vengeance for these long 
delays in the destroying of a weaker. 

She left her chair and cried; "As you will. 
What is it to me ? Take me, if you please. 
Take that glove ; it is the shape of my hand. 
You have as much of me as is there. My life 
is gone. You or another ! But take this 
warning and my oath with it. I swear to you 
that wherever I see Sigismund Alvan I go 
straight to him, though the way be over you, 
all of you, lying dead beneath me." 
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The lift of incredulous horror in Marko's 
large black eyes excited her to a more savage 
imagination : " Rejoice ! I should rejoice to see 
you, all of you, dead, that I might walk across 
you safe from disturbance to get to him I love. 
Be under no delusion. I love him better than 
the lives of any dear to me, or my own. I am 
his. He is my faith, my worship. I am true 
to him, I am, I am. You force my hand from 
me, you take this miserable body, but my soul 
is free to love him and to go to him when God 
gives me sight of him. I am Alvan*s eternally. 
All your laws are mockeries. You, and my 
people, and your priests, and your law-makers, 
are shadows, brain-vapours. Let him beckon I — 
So you have your warning. Do what I may, 
I cannot be called untrue. And now let me 
be ; I want repose ; my head breaks ; I have 
been on the rack and I am in pieces I " 

Marko clung to her hand, said she was 
terrible and pitiless, but clung. 

The hand was nerveless: it was her dear 
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hand. Had her tongue been more venomous 
in wildness than the encounter with a weaker 
than herself made it be, the holding of her 
hand would have been his antidote. In him 
there was love for two. 

Clotilde allowed him to keep the hand, 
assuring herself she was unconscious he did 
so. He brought her peace, he brought her 
old throning self back to her, and he was 
handsome and tame as a leopard-skin at her 
feet. 

If she was doomed to reach to Alvan through 
him, at least she had warned him. The vision 
of the truthfulness of her nature threw a 
celestial wan beam on her guilty destiny. 

She patted his head and bade him leave her, 
narrowing her shoulders on the breast to let it 
be seen that the dark household within was 
locked and shuttered. 

He went. He was good, obedient, humane ; 
he was generous, exquisitely bred ; he brought 
her peace, and he had been warned. It is 
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difficult in aflBiction to think of one who be- 
longs to us as one to whom we owe a duty. 
The unquestionably sincere and devoted lover 
is also in his candour a featureless person ; and 
though we would not punish him for his good- 
ness, we have the right to anticipate that it 
will be equal to every trial. Perhaps, for the 
sake of peace .... after warning him .... 
her meditations tottered in dots. 

But when the heart hungers behind such 
meditations, that thinking without language is 
a dangerous habit; for there will suddenly 
come a dash usurping the series of tentative 
dots, which is nothing other than the dreadful 
thing resolved on, as of necessity, as naturally 
as the adventurous bow-legged infant pitches 
back from an excursion of two paces to 
mother's lap; and not much less innocently 
within the mind, it would appear. The dash 
is a haven reached that would not be greeted 
if it stood out in words. Could we live with 
ourselves letting our animal do our thinking 

VOL. II. E 
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for as legibly ? We live with ourselves agree- 
ably so long as his projects are phrased in his 
primitive tongue, even though we have clearly 
apprehended what he means, and though we 
suflficiently well understand the whither of our 
destination under his guidance. No counsel 
can be saner than that the heart should be 
bidden to speak out in plain verbal speech 
within us. For want of it, Clotilde's short 
explorations in Dot-and-Dashland were of a 
kind to terrify her, and yet they seemed not 
only unavoidable, but foreshadowing of the 
unavoidable to come. 

Or possibly — the thought came to her — Alvan 
would keep his word, and save her from worse 
by stepping to the altar between her and Marko, 
there calling on her to decide and quit the 
prince ; and his presence would breathe courage 
into her to go to him. It set her looking to the 
altar as a prospect of deliverance. 

Her mother could not fail to notice a change 
in Clotilde's wintry face now that Marko was 
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among them ; her inference tallied with his 
report of their interview, so she supposed the 
girl to have accepted more or less heartily 
Marko's forgiveness. For him the girVs eye 
were soft and kind ; her gaze was through the 
eyelashes, as one seeing a dream on a far 
horizon. Marko spoke of her cheerfully, and 
was happy to call her his own, but would not 
have her troubled by any ceremonial talk of 
their engagement, so she had much to thank 

him for, and her consciousness of the signal 
instance of ingratitude lying ahead in the dark- 
ness, like a house mined beneath the smiling 
slumberer, made her eager to show the real 
gratefulnesi3 and tenderness of her feelings. 
This had the appearance of renewed aflfection 
consequently her parents lost much of their fear 
of the besieger outside, and she was removed 
to the city. 

Two parties were in the city, one favouring 
Alvan, and one abhorring the audacious Jew. 
Together they managed to spread incredible 
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reports of his doings, which required little 
exaggeration to convince an enemy that he 
was a man with whom hostility could not be 
left to sleep. The general heard of the man's 
pleading his cause in all directions to get pres- 
sure put upon him, showing something like a 
deviUsh persuasiveness, Jew and demagogue 
though he was ; for there seemed to be a feel- 
ing abroad that the interview this howling 
lover claimed with Clotilde ought to be 
granted. The latest report spoke of him as 
oflf to the general's Court for an audience of his 
ofl&cial chief. General von Elidiger looked to 
his defences, and he had suflScient penetration 
to see that the weakest point of them might 
be a submissive daughter. 

A letter to Clotilde from the baroness was 
brought to the house by a messenger. The 
general thought over it. The letter was by 
no means a seductive letter for a young lady 
to receive from such a person, yet he did not 
anticipate the whole eflfect it would produce 



THE TRAGIC COMEDIANS. 53 

when ultimately he decided to give it to her, 
being of course unaware of the noble style of 
Clotilde*s address to the baroness. He stipu- 
lated that there must be no reply to it except 
through him, and Clotilde had the coveted 
letter in her hands at last. Here was 
the mediatrix — the veritable goddess with 

the sword to cut the knot! Here was the 
manifestation of Alvan ! • 
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CHAPTER IV. 



She ran out to the shade of the garden walls 
to be by herself and in the air, and she read ; 
and instantly her own letter to the baroness 
crashed sentence upon sentence, in retort, 
springing up with the combative instinct 
of a beast, to make discord of the stuff she 
read, and deride it. Twice she went over the 
lines with this defensive accompaniment ; then 
they laid octopus-limbs on her. The writing 
struck chill as a glacier cave. Oh, what an 
answer to that letter of fervid respectfulness, 
of innocent supplication for maternal affec- 
tion, for some degree of benignant friendship ! 
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The baroness coldly stated that she had 
arrived in the city to do her best in assist- 
ing to arrange matters which had come td 
a most unfortunate and impracticable pass. 
She alluded to her established friendship for 
Alvan, but it was chiefly in the interests of 
Clotilde that the latter was requested to per- 
ceive the necessity for bringing her relations 
with Dr. Alvan to an end in the discreetest 
manner now possible to the circumstances. 
This, the baroness pursued, could only be done 
by her intervention, and her friendship for 
Dr. Alvan had caused her to undertake the 
little agreeable office. For which purpose, 
promising her an exemption from anything in 
the nature of tragedy scenes, the baroness 
desired Clotilde to call on her the followinor 

o 

day between certain stated hours of the 
afternoon. 

That was all. 

The girl in her letter to the baroness had 
constrained herself to write, and therefore to 
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think, in so beautiful a spirit of ignorant inno- 
cence, that the vileness of an answer thus 
brutally throwing off the mask of personal 
disinterestedness appeared to her both an 
abominable piece of cynicism on the part of 
a scandalous old woman, and an insulting 
rejection of the cover of decency proposed to 
the creature by a daisy-minded maiden. 

She scribbled a single line in receipt of the 
letter and signed her initials. 

" The woman is hateful ! " she said to her 
father ; she was ready to agree with him about 
the woman and Alvan. She was ashamed 
to have hoped anything of the woman, and 
stamped down her disappointment under a 
vehement indignation that disfigured the man 
as well. He had put the matter into the 
hands of this most detestable of women, to 
settle it as she might think best ! He and 
she ! — the miserable old thing with her 
ancient arts and cajoleries had lured him 
back ! She had him fast again, in spite of 
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— for who could tell ? perhaps by reason 
of her dirty habits : she smoked dragoon 
cigars ! All day she was emitting tobacco- 
smoke : it was notorious, Clotilde had not 
to learn it from her father; but now she 
saw the filthy rag that standard of female 
independence was — that petticoated Unfemi- 
nine, fouler than masculine ! Alvan preferred 
the lichen-draped tree to the sunny flower, 
it was evident, for never a letter from 
Alvan had come to her. She thought in 
wrath nothing but the thoughts of wrath, 
and ran her wits through every reasonable 
reflection like a lighted brand that flings its 
colour, if not fire, upon surrounding images. 
Contempt of the square-jawed withered woman 
was too great for Clotilde to have a sensation 
of her driving jealousy until painful glimpses 
of the man made jealousy so sharp that she 
flew for refuge to contempt of the pair 
That beldam had him back: she had 
him fast. Oh ! let her keep him ! Was 
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he to be regretted who could make that 
choice ? 

Her father did not let the occasion slip to 
speak insistingly as the world opined of 
Alvan and his baroness. He forced her to 
swallow the calumny, and draw away with her 
family against herself through strong disgust. 

Out of a state of fire Clotilde passed into 
solid frigidity. She had neither a throb nor 
a passion. Wishing seemed to her senseless 
as life was. She could hear without a thrill 
of her frame that Alvan was in the city, 
without a question whether it was true. He 
had not written, and he had handed her over 
to the baroness ! She did not ask herself 
how it was that she had no letter from him, 
being afraid to think about it, because, if a 
letter had been withheld by her father, it 
was a part of her whipping ; if none had 
been written, there was nothing to hope for. 
Her recent humiliation condemned him by 
the voice of her sufferings for his failure to 
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be giant, eagle, angel, or any of the prodigious 
things he had taught her to expect ; and as he 
had thus deceived her, the glorious lover she 
had imaged in her mind was put aside with 
some of the angry disdain she bestowed upon 
the woman by whom she had been wounded. 
He ceased to be a visioned Alvan and became 
an obscurity ; her principal sentiment in re- 
lation to him was, that he threatened her 
peace. But for him she would never have 
been taught to hate her parents; she would 
have enjoyed the quiet domestic evenings 
with her people, when Marko sang, and her 
sisters knitted, and the betrothed sister wore 
a look very enviable in the abstract; she 
would be seeing a future instead of a black 
iron gate ! But for him, she certainly would 
never have had that letter from the baroness ! 

On the morning after the information of 
Alvan's return her father, who deserved credit 
as a tactician, came to her to say that Alvan 
had sent to demand his letters and presents. 



6o THE TRAGIC COMEDIANS. 

The demand was unlike what her stunned 
heart recollected of Alvan ; but a hint that the 
baroness was behind it, and that a refusal 
would bring the baroness down on her with 
another piece of insolence, was effective. She 
dealt out the letters, arranged the presents, 
made up the books, pamphlets, trinkets, amulet 
coins, lock of black hair, and worn post-marked 
paper addressed in his hand to Clotilde von 
Elidiger, carefully; and half as a souvenir, 
half with the forlorn yearning of the look of 
lovers when they break asunder — or of one 
of them— she signed inside the packet not 
"Clotilde,'' but the gentlest title he had 
bestowed on her, trusting to the pathos of the 
word " child " to tell him that she was enforced 
and still true, if he should be interested in 
knowing it. Weak souls are much moved by 
having the pathos on their side. They are 
consoled too. 

Time passed, whole days: the tender 
reminder had no effect on him 1 It had been 
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her last appeal : she reflected that she had 
really felt when he had not been feeling at 
all: and this marks a division. 

She was next requested to write a letter to 
Alvan signifying his release by the notification 
of her engagement to Prince Marko. She was 
personally to deliver it to a gentleman who was 
of neither party, and who would give her a 
letter from Alvan in exchange, which, while 
assuring the gentleman she was acting with 
perfect freedom, she was to be under her oath 
not to read, and dutifully to hand to Marko, 
her betrothed. Her father assumed the fact of 
her renewed engagement to the prince, as her 
whole family did; strangely, she thought: it 
struck her as a fatality. He said that Alvan 
was working him great mischief, doing him 
deadly injury in his position, and for no just 
reason, inasmuch as he — a bold bad man 
striving to ruin the family on a point of pride 
— had declared that he simply considered him- 
self bound in honour to her, only a little 
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doubtful of her independent action at present ; 
and a release of him, accompanied by her plain 
statement of her being under no compulsion, 
voluntarily the betrothed of another, would 
solve the difficulty. A certain old woman, it 
seemed, was anxious to have him formally 
released. 

With the usual dose for such a patient of 
cajoleries and threats, the general begged her to 
comply, pulling the hands he squeezed in a way 
to strongly emphasize his affectionate entreaty. 

She went straight to Marko, consenting that 
he should have Alvan s letter unopened (she 
cared not to read it, she said), on his promise 
to give it up to her within a stated period. 
There was a kind of prohibited pleasure, sweet 
acid, catching discord, in the idea of this lover's 
keeping the forbidden thing she could ask for 
when she was curious about the other, which 
at present she was not ; dead rather ; anxious 
to please her parents, and determined to be 
no rival of the baroness. Marko promised it 
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readily, adding : " Only let the storm roll over 
that we may have more liberty, and I myself, 
when we two are free, will lead you to Alvan, 
and leave it to you to choose between us. 
Your happiness, beloved, is my sole thought. 
Submit for the moment." He spoke sweetly, 
with his dearest look, touching her luxurious 
nature with a belief that she could love him ; 
untroubled by another, she could love and be 
true to him : her maternal inner nature yearned 
to the frail-bodied youth. 

She made a comparison in her mind of 
Alvan's love and Marko's, and of the lives of 
the two men. There was no grisly baroness 
attached to the prince's life. 

She wrote the letter to Alvan, feeling in the 
words that said she was plighted to Prince 
Marko, that she said, and clearly said, the 
baroness is now relieved of a rival, and may 
take you ! She felt it so acutely as to feel tha 
she said nothing else. 

Severances are accomplished within the 
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heart stroke by stroke : within the craven' 
heart each new step resulting from a blow is 
temporarily an absolute severance. Her letter 
to Alvan written, she thought not tenderly of 
him but of the prince, who had always loved a 
young woman, and was unhampered by an old 
one. The composition of the letter, and the 
sense that the thing was done, made her stony 
to Alvan. 

On the introduction of Colonel von Tresten, 
whose name she knew, but was dull to it, she 
delivered him her letter with unaffected com- 
posure, received from him Alvan's in exchange, 
left the room as if to read it, and after giving 
it unopened to Marko, composedly reappeared 
before the colonel to state that the letter could 
make no difference, and all was to be as she 
had written it. 

The colonel bowed stiiHy. 

It would have comforted her to have been 
allowed to say: "I cease to be the rival of 
that execrable harridan!" 
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The delivery of so formidable a cat-screech 
not being possible, she stood in an attitude 
of mild resignation, revolving thoughts of 
her father's praises of his noble daughter, 
her mother's kiss, the caresses of her sisters, 
and the dark bright eyes of Marko, the peace 

of the domestic circle. This was her happi- 
ness ! And still there was time, still hope 
for Alvan to descend and cut the knot. She 
conceived it slowly, with some flush of the 
brain like a remainder of fever, but no throbs 
of her pulses. She had been swayed to act 
against him by tales which in her heart she 
did not credit exactly, therefore did not take 
within herself, though she let them influence 
her by the goad of her fears and angers; 
and these she could conjure up at will for 
the defence of her conduct, aware of their 
shallowness, and all the while trusting him 
to come in the end and hear her reproaches 
for his delay. He seemed to her now to 
have the character of a storm outside a 
VOL. n. F 
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household wrapped in comfortable monotony. 
Her natural spiritedness detested the mono- 
tony, her craven soul fawned for the comfort. 
After her many recent whippings the comfort 
was immensely desirable, but a glance at the 
monotony gave it the look of a burial, and 
standing in her attitude of resignation under 
Colonel von Tresten's hard military stare she 
could have shrieked for Alvan to come, know- 
ing that she would have cowered and trembled 
at the scene following his appearance. Yet 
she would have gone to him; without any 
doubt his presence and the sense of his 
greater power declared by his coming would 
have lifted her over to him. The part of 
her nature adoring storminess wanted only 
a present champion to outweigh the other 
part which cuddled security. Colonel von 
Tresten, however, was very far from ofifering 
himself in such a shape to a girl that had 
jilted the friend he loved, insulted the woman 
he esteemed, and stood there like a figure of 
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soldierly complacency in marble. Her pen- 
cilled acknowledgment of the baroness's letter, 
and her reply to it almost as much, was 
construed as an intended insult to that lady, 
whose champion Tresten "was. He had de- 
parted before Clotilde heard a step. 

Immediately thereupon it came to her mind 
that Tresten was one of Alvan s bosom friends. 
How, then, coidd he be of neither party? 
And her father spoke of him as an upright 
rational man, who, although strangely enough 
he entertained, as it appeared, something like 
a profound reverence for the baroness, could 
see and confess the downright impossibility of 
the marriage Alvan proposed. Tresten, her 
&ther said, talked of his friend Alvan as 
wild and eccentric, but now becoming con- 
vinced that such a family as hers could never 
tolerate him — considering his age, his birth, 
his blood, his habits, his politics, his private 
entanglements and morajl reputation, it was 
partly hinted. She shuddered at this false 

P 2 
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Tresten. He and the professor might be 
strung together for examples of perfidy ! His 
reverence of the baroness gave his cold blue 
eyes the iciness of her loathed letter. Alvan, 
she remembered, used to exalt him among 
the gallantest of the warriors dedicating their 
swords to freedom. The dedication of the 
sword, she felt sure, was an accident : he was 
a man of blood. And naturally, she must be 
hated by the man reverencing the baroness. 
If ever man had executioner stamped on his 
face, it was he ! Like the professor, nay, like 
Alvan himself, he would not see that she was 
the victim of tyranny: none of her signs 
would they see. They judged of her by her 
inanimate frame in the hands of her torturers 
breaking her on the wheel. She called to 
mind a fancy that she had looked at Tresten 
out of her deadness earnestly for just one 
instant: more than an instant she could not, 
beneath her father's vigilant watch and into 
those repellant cold blue butcher eyes. Tresten 



THE TRAGIC COMEDIANS. 69 

might cleaxly have understood the fleeting look. 
What were her words ! what her deeds 1 The 
look was the truth revealed — her soul. It 
begged for life like an infant : and the man's 
face was an iron rock in reply! No wonder 
— he worshipped the baroness ! So great was 
Clotilde's hatred of him that it overflooded 
the image of Alvan, who called him friend, 
and deputed him to act as friend. Such blind- 
ness, weakness, foUy, on the part of one of 
Alvan's pretensions, incurred a shade of her 
contempt. She had not ever thought of him 
coldly: hitherto it would have seemed a 
sacrilege; but now she said definitely, the 
friend of Tresten cannot be the man I sup- 
posed him ! and she ascribed her capacity for 
saying it, and for perceiving and adding up 
Alvan's faults of character, to the freezing 
she had taken from that most antipathetic 
person. She confessed to sensations of spite 
which would cause her to reject and spurn 
even his pleadings for Alvan, if they 
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were imaginable as actual. Their not being 
imaginable allowed her to indulge her 
naughtiness harmlessly, for the gratifica- 
tion of the idea of wounding some one, 
though it were her lover, connected with this 
Tresten. 

The letter of the baroness and the visit of 
the woman's admirer had vitiated Clotilde's 
blood. She was not only not mistress of her 
thoughts, she was undirected either in thinking 
or wishing by any desires, except that the 
people about her should caress and warm her, 
until, with no gaze backward, she could say 
good-bye to them, full of meaning as a good- 
bye to the covered grave, as unreluctantly as 
the swallow quits her eaves-nest in autumn : 
and they were to learn that they were 
chargeable with the sequel of the history. 
There would be a sequel, she was sure, 
if it came only to punish them for the 
cruelty which thwarted her timid antici- 
pation of it by pressing on her natural 
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instinct at all costs to bargain for an escape 
from pain, and making her simulate con- 
tentment to cheat her muffled wound and 
them. 




CHAPTER V. 

His love meantime was the mission and the 
burden of Alvan, and he was not ashamed to 
speak of it and plead for it ; and the pleading 
was not done troubadoimshly, in soft flute- 
notes, as for easement of tuneful emotions 
beseeching sjnnpathy. He was liker to a 
sturdy beggar demanding his crust to support 
life of corporations that can be talked into 
admitting the rights of man, and he vollied 
close logical argumentation on the basis of the 
laws in defence of his most natural hunger, 
thunder in his breast and bright new heavenly 
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morning alternating or clashing while the 
electric wires and post smote him with evil 
tidings of Clotilde, and the success of his 
efforts caught her back to him. Daily many 
times he reached to her and lost her, had her 
in his arms and his arms withered with empti- 
ness. The ground he won quaked under him. 
All the evidence opposed it, but he was in ac- 
tion, and his reason swore that he had her fast. 
He had seen and felt his power over her ; his 
reason told him by what had been that it must 
be. Could he doubt ? He battled for his reason. 
Doubt was an extinguishing wave, and he 
clung to his book of the Law, besieging Church 
and State with it, pointing to texts of the law 
which proved her free to choose her lord and 
husband for herself, expressing his passionate 
love by his precise interpretation of the law : 
and still with the cold sentience gaining on him 
against the current of his tumultuous blood and 
his hurried intelligence of her being actually 
what he had named her in moments of playful 
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vision — slippery, a serpent, a winding hare ; the 
fear that she might slip from him, betray, deny 
him, deliver him to ridicule, after he had won 
his way to her over every barrier. During his 
proudest exultations in success, when his eyes 
were sparkling, there was a wry twitch inward 
upon his heart of hearts. 

But if she was a hare, he was a hunter, 
little inclining to the chase now for mere phy- 
sical recreation. She had roused the sports- 
man's passion as well as the man's ; he meant 
to hunt her down, and was not more scrupulous 
than our ancient hunters, who hunted for a 
meal and hunted to kill, with none of the later 
hesitations as to circumventing, trapping, 
snaring by devices, and the preservation of the 
animal's coat spotless. Let her be lured from 
her home, or plucked from her home, and if 
reluctant, disgraced, that she may be dependent 
utterly on the man stooping to pick her up ! 
He was equal to the projecting of a scheme 
socially infamous, with such {jEinatical intensity 
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did the thought of his losing the woman harass 
him, and the torrent of his passion burst 
restraint to get to her to enfold her — this in 
the same hour of the original wild monster's 
persistent and sober exposition of the texts of 
the law with the voice of a cultivated modem 
gentleman ; and, let it be said, with a modem 
gentleman's design to wed a wife in honour. 
All means were to be tried. His eye burned 
on his prize, mindless of what she was dragged 
through, if there was resistance, or whether by 
the hair of her head or her skirts, or how she 
was obtained. His interpretation of the law 
was for the powers of earth, and other plans 
were to propitiate the powers under the earth, 
and certain distempered groanings wrenched 
from him at intervals he addressed (after they 
were out of him, reflectively) to the powers 
above, so that nothing of him should be lost 
which might get aid of anything mundane, 
infernal, or celestial. 
Thus is it when Venus bites a veritable 
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ancient male. She puts her venom in a 
magnificent beast, not a ' pathetic Phaedra. 
She does it rarely, for though to be loved 
by a bitten giant is one of the dreams of 
women, the considerate mother of love knows 
how needful it is to protect the sentiment of 
the passion and save them from an exhibition 
of the fires of that dragon's breath. Do they 
not fly, and shrieking, when they behold it? 
Barely are they able to read of it. Men, too, 
accustomed to minor doses of the goddess, 
which moderate, soften, counteract, instead of 
inflicting the malady, abhor and have no 
brotherhood with its turbulent victim. 

It was justly matter for triumph, due to 
an extraordinary fervour of pleading upon a 
plain statement of the case, that Alvan should 
return from his foray bringing with him an 
emissary deputed by General von Eiidiger's 
oflScial chief to see that the young lady, so 
passionately pursued by the foremost of his 
time in political genius and oratory, was not 
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subjected to parental tjnraimy, but stood free 
to exercise her choice. Of the few who would 
ever have thought of attempting, a diminished 
number would have equalled that feat. Alvan 
was no vain boaster; he could gain the ears 
of grave men as well as mobs and women. 
The interview with Clotilde was therefore 
assured to him, and the distracting telegrams 
and letters forwarded to him by Tresten during 
his absence were consequently stabs already 
promising to heal. They were brutal stabs: 
her packet of his letters and presents on his 
table made them bleed afresh, and the odd 
scrawl of the couple of words on the paper 
set him wondering at the imbecile irony of 
her calling herself " The child " in accompani- 
ment to such an act, for it reminded him of 
his epithet for her, while it dealt him a tre- 
mendous blow; it seemed senselessly malign, 
perhaps flippant, as she could be, he knew. 
She could be anything weak and shallow 
when out of his hands; she had recently 
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proved it : still, in view of the interview, and 
on the tide of his labours to come to that 
wished end, he struck his breast to brave 
himself with a good hopeful spirit. ** Once 
mine!" he said. 

Moreover, to the better account, Clotilde's 
English friend had sent him the lines ad- 
dressed to her, in which the writer dwelt on 
her love of him with a whimper of the voice 
of love. That was previous to her perjufy : 
by little, by a day— eighteen hours. How 
lurid a satire was flung on events by the 
proximity of the dates! But the closeness 
of the time between this love-crooning and 
the denying of him pointed to a tyrannous 
intervention. One could detect it. Full 
surely the poor craven was being tyrannized 
and tutored to deny him ! though she was a 
puss of the fields too, as the mounted sports- 
man was not unwilling to think. 

Before visiting his Mentor, Alvan applied 
for an audience of General von Riidiger, who 
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granted it at once to a man coming so well 
armed to claim the privilege. Tresten walked 
part of the way to the general's house with 
him, and then turned aside to visit the 
baroness. 

Lucie, Baroness von Crefeldt, was one of 
those persons who, after a probationary term 
in the character of woman, have become men, 
but of whom offended man, amazed by the 
flowering up of that hard rough jaw from 
the tender blooming promise of a petticoat, 
finds it impossible to imagine they had once 
on a sweet spring time the sex's gentleness 
and charm of aspect. Mistress Flanders, 
breeched and hatted like a man, pulling at 
the man's short pipe and heartily invoking 
frouzy deities, committing a whole sackful of 
unfeminine etcetera, is an impenetrable wall 
to her maiden past ; yet was there an opening 
day when nothing of us moustached her. She 
was a clear-faced girl and mother of young 
blushes before the years were at their work 
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of transformation upon her countenance and 
behind her bosom. The years were rough 
artists : perhaps she was combative, and fought 
them for touching her ungallantly; and that 
perhaps was her first manly step. Baroness 
Lucie was of high birth, a wife openly mal- 
treated, a woman of breeding, but with a 
man's head, capable of inspiring man-like 
friendships, and of entertaining them. She 
was radically-minded, strongly of the Radical 
profession of faith, and a correspondent of 
revolutionary chiefs ; both the trusted adviser 
and devoted slave of him whose future glo- 
rious career she measured by his abilities. 
Rumour blew out a candle and left the 
wick to smoke in relation to their former 
intercourse. The Philistines revenged them- 
selves on an old aristocratic Radical and a 
Jew demagogue with the weapon that scandal 
hands to virtue. They are virtuous or 
nothing, and they must show that they are 
so when they can ; and best do they show it 
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by publicly dishonouring the friendship of a 
man and a woman ; for to be in error in 
malice does not hurt them, but they pro- 
foundly feel that they are fools if they are 
duped. 

She was aware of the recent course of 
events; she had, as she protested, nothing to 
accuse herself of, and she could hardly part 
her lips without a self-exculpation. 

" It will fall on me ! " she said to Tresten, 
in her emphatic tone. "He will have his 
interview with the girl. He will subdue the 
girl. He will manacle himself in the chains 
he makes her wear. She will not miss her 
chance ! I am the object of her detestation. 
I am the price paid for their reconcilement. 
She will seize her opportunity to vilipend 
me, and I shall be condemned by the kind of 
court-martial which hurries over the forms of 
a trial to sign the execution-warrant that 
makes it feel like justice. You will see. She 
cannot forgive me for not pretending to enter 

VOL. II. G 
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into lier enthusiasm. She will make him 
believe I conspired against her. Men in love 
are children with their mistresses — the greatest 
of them; their heads are under the woman's 
feet. What have I not done to aid him ! 
At his instance, I went to the archbishop, to 
implore one of the princes of the Church for 
succour. I knelt to an ecclesiastic ! I did 
a ludicrous and a shameful thing, knowing 
it in advance to be a barren farce. I obeyed 
his wish. The tale will be laughable. I 
obeyed him. I would not have it on my 
conscience that the commission of any deed 
ennomic, however unwonted, was refused by 
me to serve AJvan. You are my witness, 
Tresten, that for a young woman of common 
honesty I was ready to pack and march. 
Qualities of mind I — mind ! They were out 
of the question. He had a taste for a wife. 
If he had hit on a girl commonly honest, 
she might not have harmed him — the contrary ; 
cut his talons. What is this girl? Exactly 
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what one might be sure his appreciation, in 
womanflesh, would lead him to fix on; a 
daughter of the Philistines, naturally, and 
precisely the one of all on earth likely to 
confound him after marriage as she has played 
fast and loose with him before it. He has 
never understood women — cannot read them. 
Could a girl like that keep a secret ? She's a 
Cressida — a creature of every camp ! Not an 
idea of the cause he is vowed to ! not a senti- 
ment in harmony with it ! She is viler than 
any of those Berlin light o' loves on the eve 
of Jena. Stable as a Viennese dancing slut 
home from Mariazell ! This is the girl — . 
transparent to the whole world ! But his 
heart is on her, and he must have her, I 
suppose; and I shall have to bear her imper- 
tinences, or sign my demission and cease to 
labour for the cause — at least in conjunction 
with Alvan. And how otherwise ? He is the 
life of it, and I am doomed to uselessness. 
Tresten nodded a protesting assent. 

G 2 
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"Not quite so bad," he said, with the 
encouraging smile which would persuade a 
friend to put away bilious visions. *' Of the 
two, if you two are divisible, we could better 
dispense with him. She'll slip him, she's an 
eel. I have seen eels twine on a prong of 
the fork that prods them ; but she's an actress, 
a slippery one through and through, with no 
real embrace in her, not even a common 
muscular contraction. Of every camp ! as you 
say. She was not worth carrying oflf. I con- 
sented to try it to quiet him. He sets no 
' bounds to his own devotion to friendship, and 
we must take pattern by him. It's a mad 
love." 

" A Titan's love ! " the baroness exclaimed, 
groaning. " The woman ! — no matter how 
or at what cost ! I can admire that primal 
barbarism of a great man's passion, which 
counts for nothing the stains and accidents 
fraught with extinction for it to meaner men. 
It reads ill, it sounds badly, but there is grand 
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stuff in it. See the royalty of the man for 
whom no degradation of the woman can be, 
so long as it brings her to him ! He — that 
great he — covers all. He burns her to ashes, 
and takes the flame— the pure spirit of her 
— to himself. Were men like him! — they 
would have less to pardon. We must, as I 
have ever said, -be morally on alpine elevations 
to comprehend Alvan ; he is Mont Blanc above 
his fellows. Do not ask him to be considering 
her. She has planted him in a storm, and 
the bigger the mountain the more savage, 
monstrous, cruel — yes, but she blew up the 
tourmente ! That girl is the author of his» 
madness. It is the snake's nature of the 
girl which distracts him; she is in his blood. 
Had she come to me, I would have helped 
her to cure him ; or had you succeeded in 
carrying her off, I would have stood by their 
union; or were she a different creature, and 
not the shifty thing she is, I could desire 
him to win her. A peasant girl, a workman's 
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daughter, a tradesman's, a professional singer, 
actress, artist — I would have given my hand 
to one of these in good faith, thankful to 
her ! As it is, I have acted in obedience to 
his wishes, without idle remonstrances — I know 
him too well ; and with as much cordiality as I 
could put into an evil service. She will drag 
him down, down, Tresten I" . 

" They are not joined yet," said the colonel 
" She has him by the worst haJf of him. 
Her correspondence with me — her letter to 
excuse her insolence, which she does like a 
prim chit— throws a light on the girl she is. 
She will set him aiming at power to trick 
her out in the decorations. She will not 
keep him to his labours to consolidate the 
power. She will pervert the aesthetic in him, 
through her hold on his material nature, his 
vanity, his luxuriousness. She is one of the 
young women who begin timidly, and when 
they see that they enjoy comparative impu- 
nity, grow intrepid in dissipation, and that 
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palling, they axe ravenously ambitious. She 
will drive him at his mark before the time 
is ripe — ruin him. He is a Titan, not a 
god, though god-like he seems in compari-. 
son with men. He would be fleshly enough 
in any hands. This girl wiU drain him of 
all his nobler fire." 

" She shows mighty little of the inclina- 
tion," said the colonel. 

" To you. But when they come together ? 
I know his voice!" 

The colonel protested his doubts of their 
coming together. 

'* Ultimately ? " the baroness asked, and 
brooded. "But she will have to see him; 
and then will she resist him ? I shall change 
one view of her if she does." 

" She will shirk the interview," Tresten 
remarked. "Supposing they meet: I don't 
think much will come of it, unless they 
meet on a field, and he has an hour's grace 
to catch her up and be off with her. She's 



88 THE TRAGIC COMEDIANS. 

as calm as the face of a clock, and wags 
her Yes and No about him just as uncon- 
cernedly as a clock's pendulum. I've spoken 
to many a sentinel outpost who wasn't deader 
on the subject in monosyllables than made- 
moiselle. She has a military erectness, and 
answers you and looks you straight at the 
eyes, perfectly unabashed by your seeing 'the 
girl she is,' as you say. She looked at me 
downright defying me to despise her. Alvan 
has been tricked by her colour : she's icy. 
She has no passion. She acts up to him 
when they're together, and that deceives him. 
I doubt her having blood — there's no heat 
in it, if she has." 

" And he cajoled Count Hollinger to send an 
envoy to see him righted ! " the baroness ejacu- 
lated. " Hollinger is not a sentimental person, 
I assure you, and not likely to have taken a 
step apparently hostile to the Rudigers, if he 
had not been extraordinarily shaken by Alvan. 
What character of man is this Dr. Storchel ? " 
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Tresten described Count HolliDger's envoy, 
so quaintly deputed to act the part of legal 
umpire in a family business, as a mild man 
of law with no ideas or interests outside the 
law ; spectacled, nervous, formal, a stranger to 
the passions; and the baroness was amused 
to hear of Storchel and Alvan's placid talk 
together upon themes of law, succeeded by 
the little advocate's bewildered fright at 
one of Alvan's gentler explosions. Tresten 
sketched it. The baroness realized it, and 
shut her Kps tight for a laugh of essential 
humour. 




CHAPTER VI. 



Late in the day Alvan was himself able to 
inform her that he had overcome Glotilde's 
father after a struggle of hours. The general 
had not consented to everything : he had 
granted enough, evidently in terror of the man 
who had captured Count HoUinger; and it 
was arranged that Tresten and Storchel were 
to wait on Clotilde next morning, and hear from 
her mouth whether she yielded or not to 
Alvan' s request to speak with her alone before 
the oflftcial interview in the presence of the 
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notary, when she was publicly to state her 
decision and freedom of choice, according to 
Count HoUinger's amicable arrangement 
through his envoy. 

" She will see me — and the thing is done ! " 
said Alvan. ** But I have worked for it — I 
have worked ! I have been talking to-day for 
six hours uninterruptedly at a stretch to her 
father, who reminds me of a caged bear I saw 
at a travelling menagerie, and the beast would 
perform none of his evolutions for the edifi- 
cation of us lads till his keeper touched a 
particular pole, and the touch of it set him to 
work like the winding of a key. Hollinger's 
name was my magic wand with the general. 
I could get no sense from him, nor any acqui- 
escence in sense, till I called up HoUinger, 
when the general's alacrity was immediately 
that of the bear, or a little boy castigated for 
his share of original sin. They have been 
hard at her, the whole family ! and I shall 
want the two hours I stipulated for to the fiill. 
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What do you say? — come, I wager I do it 
within one hour ! They have stockaded her 
pretty closely, and it will be some time before 
I shall get her to have a clear view of me 
behind her defences ; but an hour's an age with 
a woman. Clotilde ? I wager I have her on 
her knees in half an hour ! These notions of 
duty, and station, and her fiddle-de-dee be- 
trothal to that Danube osier with Indian-idol 
eyes, count for so much mist. She was and 
is mine. I swear to strike to her heart in ten 
minutes ! But, madam, if not, you may pro- 
nounce me incapable of conquering any woman, 
or of taking an absolute impression of facts. 
I say I will do it ! I am insane if I may not 
judge from antecedents that my voice, my 
touch, my face, will draw her to me at one 
signal — at a look! I am prepared to stake 
my reason on her running to me before I 
speak a word : — and I will not beckon. 
I promise to fold my arms and simply 
look." 
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"Your task of two hours, then, will be 
accomplished, I compute, in about half a 
minute — but it is on the assumption that she 
consents to see you alone/' said the baroness. 

Alvan opened his eyes. He perceived in his 
deep sagaciousness woman at the bottom of 
her remark, and replied: "You will know 
Clotilde in time. She points to me straight ; 
but of course if you agitate the compass the 
needle's all in a tremble: and the vessel is 
weak, I admit, but the instinct's positive. To 
doubt it would upset my understanding. I 
have had three distinct experiences of my 
influence over her, and each time, curiously, 
each time exactly in proportion to my degree 
of resolve — ^but, baroness, I tell you it was 
minutely in proportion to it ; weighed down to 
the grain ! — each time did that girl respond to 
me with a similar degree of earnestness. As 
I waned, she waned ; as I heated, so did she, 
and from spark-heat to flame and to furnace- 
heat ! " 
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"A refraction of the rays according to the 
altitude of the orb/' observed the baroness in 
a tone of assent, and she smiled to herself at 
the condition of the man who could accept 
it for that. 

He did not protest beyond presently a 
transient frown as at a bad taste on his tongue, 
and a rather petulant objection to her use 
of analogies, which he called the sapping of 
language. She forbore to remind him in re- 
tort of his employment of metaphor when 
the figure served his purpose. 

" Marvellously," cried Alvan, *' marvellously 
that girl answered to my lead ! and to-morrow 
— you'll own me right — I must double the 
attraction. I shall have to hand her back to 
her people for twenty-four hours, and the 
dose must be doubled to keep her fast and 
safe. You see I read her flatly. I read and 
am charitable. I have a perfect philosophical 
tolerance. I'm in the mood to-day of Horace 
hymning one of his fair Greeks." 
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" No, no ! that is a comparison past my 
endurance," interposed the baroness. " Friend 
Sigismund, you have no philosophy, you never 
had any; and the small crow and croon of 
Horace would be the last you could take up. 
It is the chanted philosophy of comfortable 
stipendiaries, retired merchants, gouty patients 
on a restricted allowance of the grape, old 
men who have given over thinking, and young 
men who never had feeling — the philosophy 
of swine grunting their carmen as they turn 
to fat in the sun. Horace avaunt ! You 
have too much poetry in you to quote that 
unsanguine sensualist for your case. His love 
distressed his liver, and gave him a jaundice 
once or twice, but where his love yields its 
poor ghost to his philosophy, yours begins its 
labours. That everlasting Horace ! He is 
the versifier of the cushioned enemy, not of 
us who march along flinty ways : the piper 
of the bourgeois in soul, poet of the conforming 
unbelievers ! " 
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"Pyrrha, Lydia, Lalage, Chloe, Glycera," 
Alvan murmured, amorous of the musical 
names. " Clotilde is a Greek of one of the Isles, 
an Ionian. I see her in the Horatian ode as 
in one of those old round shield-mirrors which 
give you a speck of the figure on a silver-solar 
beam, brilliant, not much bigger than a dew- 
drop. And so should a man's heart reflect 
her ! Take her on the light in it, she is 
perfection. We won't take her in the shady 
part or on your flat looking-glasses. There 
never was necessity for accuracy of line in 
the portraiture of women. The idea of them 
is all we want : it's the best of them. You 
will own she's Greek; she's a Perinthian, 
Andrian, Olynthi'an, Samian, Messenian. One 
of those delicious girls in the New Comedy, 
I remember, was called The Postponer, The 
Deferrer, or, as we might say. The To- 
MORROWER. There you Lave Clotilde : she's 
a To-MORROWER. You climb the peak of 
to-morrow, and to see her at all you must 
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see her on the next peak: but she leaves 
you her promise to hug on every yesterday, 
and that keeps you going. Ay, so long as we 
have patience ! Feeding on a young woman's 
promises of yesterday in one's fortieth year ! 
— it must end to-morrow, though I kill some- 
thing." 

Kill, he meant, the aerial wild spirit he 
could admire as her character, when he had 
the prospect of extinguishing it in his grasp. 

"What do you meditate killing?" said 
the baroness. 

" The fool of the years behind me," he re- 
plied, *' and entering on my forty-first a sage." 

"To be the mate and equal of your com- 
panion ? " 

*'To prove I have had good training under 
the wisest to act as her guide and master." 

"If she " the baroness checked her 

exclamation, saying : *' She declined to come 
to me. I would have plumbed her for some 
solid ground, something to rest one's faith 
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on. Your* Pyn-has, Glyceras, and others of 
the like, were not stable persons for a man 
of our days to bind his life to one of them. 
Harness is harness, and a light yoke-fellow 
can make a proud career deviate." 

" But I give her a soul ! " said Alvan. " I 
am the wine, and she the crystal cup. She 
has avowed it again and again. You read 
her as she is when away from me. Then she 
is a reed, a weed, what you will ; she is unfit 
to contend when she stands alone. But when 
I am beside her, when we are together — the 
moment I have her at arms' length she will be 
part of me by the magic I have seen each time 
we encountered. She knows it well.** 

" She may know it too well.'* 

" For what ? '* He frowned. 

" For the chances of your meeting." » 

"You think it possible she will refuse?" 

A blackness passing to lividness crossed his 
face. He fetched a big breath. 

" Then finish my history, shut up the book ; 
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I am a phantom of a man, and everything 
written there is imposture ! I can account 
for all that she has done hitherto, but not 
that she should refuse to see me. Not that 
she should refuse to see me now when I 
come armed to demand it ! Refuse ? But 
I have done my work, done what I said I 
would do. I stand in my order of battle, and 
she refuses ? No ! I stake my head on it ! I 
have not a clod's perception, I have not a 
spark of sense to distinguish me from a flat- 
headed Lapp, if she refuses : — call me a 
mountebank who has gained his position by 
clever tumbling ; a lucky gamester ; whatever 
plays blind with chance." 

He started up in agitation. " Lucie ! T 
am a grinning skull without a brain if that 
girl refuses ! She will not." He took his 
hat to leave, adding, to seem rational to the 
cool understanding he addressed: **She will 
not refuse ; I am bound to think so in 
common respect for myself; I have done 
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tricks to make me appear a raging ape if 
she — oh ! she cannot, she will not refuse. 
Never I I have eyes, I have wits, I am not 
tottering yet on my grave — or it's blindly, if 
I am. I have my clear judgment, I am not 
an imbecile. It seems to me a foolish suspicion 
that she can possibly refuse. Her manners are 
generally good ; freakish, but good in the main. 
Perhaps she takes a sting . . . but there is no 
sting here. It would be bad manners to re- 
fuse ; — to say nothing of . . . she has a heart ! 
Well, then, good manners and right feeling 
forbid her to refuse. She is an exceedingly 
intelligent girl, and I half fear I have helped 
you to a wrong impression of her. You will 
really appreciate her wit ; you will indeed ; 
believe me, you will. We pardon nonsense 
in a girl. Married, she will put on the matron 
with becoming decency, and I am responsible 
for her then; I stand surety for her then; 
when I have her with me I warrant her mine 
and all mine, head and heels, at a whistle, like 
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the Cossack's horse. I fancy that at forty I 
am about as young as most young men. 
I promise her another forty manful working 
years. Are you dubious of that ? " 

" I nod to you from the palsied summit of 
ninety," said the baroness. 

Alvan gave a short laugh and stammered 
excuses for his naked egoism, comparing him- 
to a forester who has sharpened such an 
appetite in toiling to slay his roe that he can 
think of nothing but the fire preparing the 
feast. 

" Hymen and things hymeneal 1 " he said, 
laughing at himself for resuming the of- 
fence on the apology for it. "I could talk 
with interest of a trousseau. I have debated 
in my mind with parliamentary acrimony 
about a choice of wedding-presents. As she 
is legally free to bestow her hand on me — and 
only a brute's horns could contest the fact — 
she may decide to be married the day after 
to-morrow, and get the trousseau in Paris 
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She has a turn for startling. I can imagine 
that if I proposed a run for it she would be 
readier to spring to be on the road with me 
than in acquiescing in a quiet arrangement 
about a ceremonial day; partly because, in 
the first case, she would throw herself and the 
rest of the adventure on me, at no other cost 
than the enjoyment of one of her impulses ; 
and in the second, because she is a girl who 
would require a full band of the best Berlin 
orchestra in perpetual play to keep up her 
spirits among her people during the prepara- 
tions for espousing a democrat, demagogue and 
Jew, of a presumed inferior station by birth 
to her own. Give Momus a sister, Clotilde is 
the lady ! I know her. I would undertake to 
put a spell on her and keep her contented on a 
frontier — not Eussian, any barbarous frontier 
where there is a sun. She must have sun. 
One might wrap her in sables, but sun is best. 
She loves it best, though she looks remarkably 
well in sables. Never shall I forget .... she 
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is friileuse, and shivers into them ! There are 
Frenchmen who could paint it — only French- 
men. Our artists, no. She is very French. 
Bom in France she would have been a match- 
less Parisienne. Oh ! she's a riddle, of course. 
I don't pretend to spell every letter of her. 
The returning of my presents is odd. No, I 
maintain that she is a coward acting under 
domination, and there's no other way of ex- 
plaining the puzzle. I was out of sight, they 
buUied her, aad she yielded— bewilderingly, 
past comprehension it seems — cat I — until you 
remember what she's made of: she's a reed. 
Now I reappear armed with powers to give her 
a free course, and she, that abject whom you 
beheld recently renouncing me, is, you will see, 
the young Aurora she was when she came 
striking at my door on the upper Alp. That 
was a morning ! That morning is Clotilde till 
my eyes turn over ! She is all young heaven 
and the mountains for me ! She's the filmy 
lip above the mountains that weds white 
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snow and sky. By the way, I dreamt last 
night she was half a woman, half a tree, and 
her hair was like a dead yew-bough, wliich 
is as you know of a brown burnt-out colour, 
suitable to the popular conception of widows. 
She stood, and whatever turning you took, you 
struck back on her. Whether my widow, I 
can't say : she must first be my wife. Oh, 
for to-morrow!" 

" What sort of evening is it ? " said the 
baroness. 

"A Mont Blanc evening: I saw him as I 
came along," Alvan replied, and seized his hat 
to be out to look on the sovereign mountain 
again. They touched hands. He promised to 
call in the forenoon next day. 

" Be cool," she counselled him. 

" Oh ! " He flung back his head, making 
light of the crisis. " After all, it's only a girl. 
But, you know, what I set myself to win ! . . . . 
The thing's too small — I have been at such 
pains about it that I should be ridiculous if I 
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allowed myself to be beaten. There is no other 
reason for the trouble we're at, except that, as 
I have said a thousand times, she suits me. 
No man can be cooler than I." 
" Keep so," said the baroness. 
He walked to where the strenuous blue 
lake, finding outlet, propels a shoulder, like a 
bright-muscled athlete in action, and makes 
the Ehone-stream. There he stood for an hour, 
disfevered by the limpid liquid tumult, in- 
spirited by the glancing volumes of a force 
that knows no abatement, and is the skiey 
Alps behind, the great historic citied plains 
ahead. 

His meditation ended with a resolution half 
in the form of a prayer (to mixed deities un- 
defined) never to ask for a small thing any more 
if this one were granted him ! 

He had won it, of course, having brought 
all his powers to bear on the task : and he 
rejoiced in winning it : his heart leapt, his 
imagination spun radiant webs of colour: but 
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he was a little ashamed of his frenzies, though 
he did not distinctly recall them ; he fancied 
he had made some noise, loud or not, because 
his intentions were so pure that it was in- 
famous to thwart them. At a certain age 
honest men made sacrifice of their liberty to 
society, and he had been ready to perform the 
duty of husbanding a woman. A man should 
have a wife and rear children, not to be for- 
gotten in the land, and to help mankind by 
transmitting to future times qualities he has 
proved priceless : he thought of the children, 
and yearned to the generations of men physically 
and morally through them. 

This was his apology to the world for his 
distantly-recollected excesses of temper. 

Was she so small a thing? Not if she 
succumbed. She was petty, vexatious, irri- 
tating, stinging, while she resisted: she cast 
an evil beam on his reputation, strength and 
knowledge of himself, and roused the giants 
of his nature to discharge missiles at her, 
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justified as they were by his pure intentions 
and the approbation of society. But he had 
a broad full heart for the woman who would 
come to him, forgiving her, uplifting her, richly 
endowing her. No meanness of heart was 
in him. He lay down at night thinking of 
Clotilde in an abandonment of tenderness. 
" To-morrow ! you bird of to-morrow ! " he 
let fly his good-night to her. 





CHAPTER VII. 

t 

He slept. Near upon morning he roused 
with his tender fit strong on him, but speech- 
less in the waking as it had been dreamless in 
sleep. It was a happy load on his breast, a 
life about to be bom, and he thought that a 
wife beside him would give it language. She 
should have, for she would call out, his thousand 
flitting ideas now dropped on barren ground for 
want of her fair bosom to inspire, to vivify, to 
receive. Poetry laid a hand on him : his desire 
of the wife, the children, the citizen's good 
name — of these our simple civilized ambitions 
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— was lowly of the earth, throbbing of earth, 
and at the same time magnified beyond scope 
of speech in vast images and emblems re- 
sembling ranges of Olympian cloud round the 
blue above earth, all to be decipherable, all 
utterable, when she was by. What commoner 
word ? — ^yet wife seemed to him the word most 
reverberating of the secret sought after by man, 
fullest at once of fruit and of mystery, or of 
that light in the heart of mystery which makes 
it magically fruitful. 

He felt the presence pf Clotilde behind the 
word; but in truth the delicate sensations 
breeding these half-thoughts of his, as he lay 
between sleeping and waking, shrank from 
conjuring up the face of the woman who had 
wounded them, and a certain instinct to 
preserve and be sure of his present breathing- 
space of luxurious tranquillity kept her veiled. 
Soon he would see her as his wife, and then she 
would be she, unveiled ravishingly, the only 
she, the only wife ! He knew the cloud he 
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clasped for Clotilde enough to be at pains to 
shun a possible prospect of his execrating it. 
Oh, the only she, the only wife ! the wild man's 
reclaimer! the sweet abundant valley and 
channel of his river of existence henceforward ! 
Doubting her in the slightest was doubting her 
human. It is the brain, the satanic brain 
which will ever be pressing to cast its shadows : 
the heart is clearer and truer. 

He multiplied images, projected visions, 
nestled in his throbs to drug and dance his 
brain. He snatched at the beauty of a day 
that outrolled the whole Alpine hand-in-hand 
of radiant heaven-climbers for an assurance of 
predestined celestial beneficence; and again, 
shadowily thoughtful of the littleness of the 
thing he exalted and claimed, he staked his 
reason on the positive blessing to come to him 
before nightfall, telling himself calmly that 
he did so because there would be madness in 
expecting it otherwise : he asked for so little ! 
Since he asked for so little, to suppose that 
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it would not be granted was irrational. None 
but a very coward could hesitate to stake his 
all on the issue. 

Singularly small indeed the other aims in 
life appeared by comparison with this one, but 
his intellect, in the act of pleading excuses for 
his impatience, distinguished why it should be 
so. The crust, which is not much, is every- 
thing to the starving beggar; and he was 
eager for the crust that he might become sound 
and whole again, able to give their just pro- 
portion to things, as at present he acknowledged 
himself hardly able to do. He could not pur- 
sue two thoughts on a political question, or 
grasp the idea of a salutary energy in the hosts 
animated by his leadership. There would have 
to be an end of it speedily, else men might 
name him worthless dog ! 

Morning swam on the lake in her beautiful 
nakedness, a wedding of white and blue, of 
purest white and bluest blue. Alvan crossed 
the island bridges when the sun had sprung on 
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his shivering fair prey, to make the young 
fresh Morning rosy, and was gUttering along 
the smooth lake-waters. Workmen only were 
abroad, and Alvan was glad to be out with them, 
to feel with them as one of them. Close 
beside him the vivid genius of the preceding 
century, whose love of workmen was a salt of 
heaven in his human corruption, looked down on 
the lake in marble. Alvan cherished a worship 
of him as of one that had first thrilled him with 

f 

the feeling of our common humanity, with the 
tenderness for the poor, with the knowledge of 
our frailty. Him, as well as the great English- 
man and a Frenchman, his mind called Father, 
and his conscience replied to that progenitor's 
questioning of him, but said " You know the 
love of woman." He loved indeed, but he was 
not an amatory trifler. He too was a worker, 
a champion worker. He doated on the prospect 
of plunging into his work : the vision of jolly 
giant labours told of peace obtained, and there 
could be no peace without his prize. 



THE TRAGIC COMEDIANS. II 3 

He Kstened to the workmen's foot-falls. The 
solitary sound and steady motion of their feet 
were eloquent of early morning in a city, not 
less than the changes of light in heaven above 
the roofs. With the golden Kght came num- 
bers, workmen still. Their tread on the stones 
roused some of his working thoughts, like an 
old tune in his head, and he watched the scat- 
tered files passing on, disciplined by their daily 
necessities, easily manageable if their neces- 
sities are but justly considered. These numbers 
are the brute force of earth, which must have 
the earth in time, as they had it in the dawn of 
our world, and then they entered into bondage 
for not knowing how to use it. They will 
have it again: they have it partially, at 
times, in the despot, who is only the reflex of 
their brute force, and can give them only a 
shadow of their claim. They will have it all, 
when they have illumination to see and trust 
to the leadership of a greater force than they — 
in force of brain, in the spiritual force of ideas ; 
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ideas founded on justice ; and not the justice of 
these days of the governing few whose wits are 
bent to steady our column of civilized humanity 
by a combination of props and jugglers' axts, 
but a justice coming of the recognized needs 
of majorities, which will base the column on a 
broad pUnth for safety-broad as the base of 
yonder mountain s towering white immensity — 
and will be the guarantee for the solid uplifting 
of our civilization at last. " Right, thou ! " he 
apostrophized the old Ironer at a point of his 
meditation. "And right, thou! more largely 
right ! " he thought, further advanced in it, of 
the great Giuseppe, the Genoese. " And right 
am I too, between that metal-rail of a politician 
and the deep dreamer, each of them incomplete 
for want of an element of the other ! " 
Practically and in vision right was Alvan, for 
those two opposites met fusing in him : like 
the former, he counted on the supremacy of 
might ; like the latter, he distinguished where 
it lay in perpetuity. 
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During his younger years he had been like 
neither in the moral curb they could put on 
themselves — particularly the southern-blooded 
man. He had resembled the naturally impa- 
tient northerner most, though not so supple 
for business as he. But now he possessed 
the calmness of the Genoese ; he had strong 
self-command now ; he had the principle that 
life is too short for the indulgence of public 
fretfulness or of private quarrels ; too valuable 
for fruitless risks ; too sacred, one may say, for 
the shedding of blood on personal grounds. 
Oh! he had himself well under, fear' not. 
He could give and take from opposition. And 
rightly so, seeing that he confessed to his own 
bent for sarcastically stinging : he was therefore 
bound to endure a retort. Speech for speech, 
pamphlet for pamphlet, he could be temperate. 
Nay, he defied an adversary to produce in 
him the sensation of intemperateness ; so there 
would not be much danger of his being ex- 
cited to betray it. Shadowily he thought of 
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the hard words hurled at him by the Eiidigers, 
and of the injury Clotilde's father did him by 
plotting to rob him of his daughter. But 
how had an Alvan replied? — with the arts of 
peaceful fence victoriously. He conceived of 
no temptation to his repressed irascibility 
save the political. A day might come for 
him and the vehement old Ironer to try their 
mettle in a tussle. On that day he would 
have to be wary, but, as Alvan felt assured, 
he would be more master of himself than 
his antagonist. He was for the young world, 
in the brain of a new order of things ; the 
other based his unbending system on the 
visions of a feudal chief, and would win a 
great step perchance, but there he would 
stop : he was not with the future ! 

This immediate prospect of a return to 
serenity after his recent charioteering had set 
him thinking of himself and his days to come, 
which hung before him in a golden haze that 
was tranquillizing. He had a name, he had 
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a station : he wanted power, and he saw it 
approaching. 

He wanted a wife too. Colonel von Tresten 
and Dr. Storchel were to breakfast with him 
when Clotilde had been asked by them for 
her answer — scarcely more than a formality 
when the answer was to be given in their 
presence, which would convince the girl of 
her lover's ability to defend her : and the 
colonel took cofifee with him previous to the 
start to General von Riidiger's house. Alvan 
consequently was unable any longer to think 
of a wife in the abstract. He wanted Clotilde. 
Here was a man going straight to her, going 
to see her, positively to see her and hear her 
voice ! — almost instantly to hear her voice, 
and see her eyes and hair, touch her hand. 
Oh ! and rally her, rouse her wit ; and 
be able to tell him the flower she wore 
for the day, and where she wore it — at her 
temples, or sliding to the back hair, or 
in her bosom, or at her waist ! She had 
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innumerable tricks of indication in these shifty 
pretty ways of hers, and was full of varying 
speech to the cunning reader of her. 

" But keep her to seriousness," Alvan said. 
" Our meeting must be early to-day — early in 
the afternoon. She is not unlikely to pretend 
to trifle. She has not seen me for some time, 
and will probably enough play at emancipation 
and speak of the * singular impatience of the 
seigneur Alvan.' Don't you hear her ? I 
swear to those very words! She 'loves her 
liberty,' and she curves her fan and taps her 
foot. * The seigneur Alvan appears pressed for 
time.' She has 'letters to write to Mends 
to-day.' Stop that ! I can't join in play : 
to-morrow, if she likes; not to-day. Or not 
till I have her by the hand. She shall be elf 
and fairy, French coquette, whatever she pleases 
to-morrow, and I'll be satisfied. All I beg is 
for plain dealing on a business matter. This is 
a business matter, a business meeting. I 
thoroughly know the girl's heart, and know 
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that in winning the interview I win her. Only " 
— he pressed his friend's arm — " but, my dear 
Tresten, you understand. You're a luckier 
fellow than I — for the time, at all events. 
Make it as short as you can. You'll find me 
here. I shall take a book — one of the Pandects. 
I don't suppose I shall work. I feel idle. Any 
book handy ; anything will interest me. I 
should walk or row on the lake, but I would 
rather be sure of readiness for your return. 
You meet Storchel at the general's house?" 

" The appointment was at the house," 
Tresten said. 

''I have not seen him this morning. I 
know of nothing to prepare him for. You see, 
it was invariable with her : as soon as she met 
me she had twice her spirit : and that she 
knows ; — she was a new woman, ten times the 
happier for having some grains of my courage. 
So she'll be glad to come to terms and have 
me by to support her. Press it, if necessary ; 
otherwise she might be disappointed, my dear 
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fellow. Storchel looks on, and observes, and 
that's about all he can do, or need do. Up 
Mont Blanc to-day, Tresten I It's the ' very 
day for an ascent : — one of the rare crystalline 
jewels coining in a Swiss August; we should 
see the kingdoms of the earth — and a Republic ! 
But I could climb with all my heart in a snow- 
storm to-day. Andes on Himalayas! as high 
as you like. The Republic, by the way, small 
enough in the ring of empires and monarchies, 
if you measure it geometrically. You re- 
member the laugh at the exact elevation of 
Mount Olympus ? But Zeus's eagle sat on it, 
and top me Olympus, after you have imagined 
the eagle aloft there ! — after Homer, is the 
meaning. That will be one of the lessons for 
our young Republicans — ^to teach them not to 
give themselves up to the embrace of dead 
materialism because, as they fancy, they have 
had to depend on material weapons for carving 
their way, and have had no help from other 
quarters. A suicidal delusion! The spiritual 
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weapon has done most, and always does. They 
are sons of an idea. They deny their par- 
entage when they scoflf at idealism. It's a 
tendency we shall have to guard against; it 
leads back to the old order of things, if we do 
not trim our light. — She is waiting for you ! Go. 
You will find me here. And don't forget my 
instructions. Appoint for the afternoon — not 
late. Too near night will seem like Orpheus 
going below, and I hope to meet a living woman, 
not a ghost — ha ! coloured like a lantern in a 
cavern, good Lord I Covered with lichen ! Say 
three o'clock, not later. The reason is, I want 
to have it over early and be sure of what I am 
doing: I'm bothered by it; I shall have to 
make arrangements .... a thousand little 
matters .... telegraph to Paris, I dare say ; 
she's fond of Paris, and I must learn who's 
there to meet her. Now start. I'll walk a 
dozen steps with you. I think of her as if, 
since we parted, she had been sitting on a 
throne in Erebus, and must be ghastly. I had 
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a dream of a dead tree that upset me. In fact, 
you see I must have it over. The whole affair 
makes me feel too young." 

Tresten advised him to spend an hour with 
the baroness. 

"I can't; she makes me feel too old," said 
Alvan. " She talks. She listens, but I don't 
want to speak. Dead silence ! — let it be a dash 
of the pen till you return. As for these good 
people hurrying to their traflSc, and tourists 
and loungers, they have a trick for killing Time 
without hurting him. I wish I had. I try to 
smother a minute, and up the old fellow jumps 
quivering aU over and threatening me body and 
souL They don't appear as if they had news 
on their faces this morning. I've not seen a 
newspaper, and won't look at one. Here we 
separate. Be formal in mentioning me to her 
but be particularly civil. I know you have the 
right tone: she's a critical puss. Days like 
these are the days for her to be out. There 
goes a parasol like one I've seen her carry. 
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Stay — ^no ! Don't forget my instructions. Paris 
for a time. It may be the Pyrenees. Paris on 
our way back. She would Kke the Pyrenees. 
It's not too late for society at Luchon and 
Cauterets. She likes mountains, she mounts 
well : in any case, plenty of mules can be had. 
Paris to wind up with. Paris will be fuller 
about the beginning of October." 

He had quitted Tresten, aod was talking 
to himself, cheating himself, not discordantly 
at all. The poet of the company within him 
claimed the word and was allowed by the 
others to dilate on Clotilde's likings, and the 
honeymoon or post — honeymoon amusements 
to be provided for her in Pyrenean valleys, and 
Parisian theatres and salons. She was friande 
of chocolates, bon-bons: she enjoyed fine 
pastry, had a real relish of good wine. She 
should have the best of everything; he knew 
the spots of the very best that Paris could 
supply, in confiseurs and restaurants, and in 
millinery likewise. A lively recollection of 
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the prattle of Parisian ladies furnished names 
and addresses likely to prove invaluable to 
Clotilde. He knew actors and actresses, and 
managers of theatres, and mighty men in letters. 
She should have the cream of Paris. Does 
she hint at rewarding him for his trouble ? 
The thought of her indebted lips, half-closed, 
asking him how to repay him, sprang his heart 
to his throat. 





CHAPTEE VIIL 

Then he found himself saying: "At the 
age I touch ! , . . . 

At the age of forty, men that love love 
rootedly. If the love is plucked from them, 
the life goes with it. 

He baclted on his physical pride, a stout 
bulwark. Has forty ye&rs — the forty, the fifty, 
the sixty of Alvan, matched the twenties and 
thirties of other men. 

Still it was true that he had reached an age 
when the desire to plant his affections in a 
dear fair bosom fixedly was natural. Fairer, 
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dearer than she was never one on earth ! He 
stood bareheaded for coolness, looking in the 
direction Tresten had taken, his forehead 
shining and eyes charged with the electrical 
activity of the mind, reading intensely all 
who passed him, without a thought upon any 
of these objects in their passage. The people 
were read, penetrated, and flung oflf as from a 
whirring of wheels; to cut their place in 
memory sharp as in steel when imagination 
shall by and by renew the throbbing of that 
hour, if the wheels be not stilled. The 
world created by the furnaces of vitality 
inside him absorbed his mind ; and strangely, 
while receiving multitudinous vivid impres- 
sions, he did not commune with one, was 
unaware of them. His thick black hair 
waved and glistened over the fine aquiline 
of his face. His throat was open to the 
breeze. His great breast and head were 
joined by a massive column of throat that 
gave volume for the coursing of the blood 
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to fire the battery of thought, perchance in 
a tempest overflood it, extinguish it. His 
fortieth year was written on his complexion 
and presence : it was the fortieth of a giant 
growth that will bend at the past eightieth as 
little as the rock-pine, should there come no 
preternatural uprooting tempest. It said man- 
hood, and breathed of settled strength of 
muscle, nerve and brain. 

Of the people passing, many knew him 
not, but marked him ; some knew him by 
repute, one or two his person. To all of 
them he was a noticeable figure ; even those 
of sheeplike nature, having an inclination 
to start upon the second impulse in the flanks 
of curious sheep when their first has been 
arrested by the appearance of one not of 
their kind, acknowledged the eminence of 
his bearing. There may have been a pas- 
senger in the street who could tell the double 
tale of the stick he swung in his hand, 
showing a gleam of metal, whereon were 
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engraved names of the lurid historic original 
owner, and of the donor and the recipient. 
According to the political sentiments of the 
narrator would his tale be coloured, and a 
simple walking-stick would be clothed in 
Tarquin guilt for striking off heads of the 
upper ranks of Frenchmen till the blood of 
them topped the handle, or else wear hues of 
wonder, seem very memorable, fit at least for 
a museum. If the Christian aristocrat might 
shrink from it in terror and loathing, the 
Paynim Eepublican of deep dye would be ready 
to kiss it with veneration. But, assuming them 
to have a certain bond of manliness, both agree 
in pronouncing the deed a right valiant and 
worthy one which caused this instrument to 
be presented to Alvan by a famous doctor, 
who, hearing of his repudiation of the duel, 
and of his gallant and triumphant defence of 
himself against a troop of ruflBans, enemies or 
scum of their city, at night, by the aid of a 
common stout pedestrian stick, alone in a 
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dark alley of the public park, sent him, duly 
mounted and engraved, an illustrious fellow 
to the weapon of defence, as a mode of 
commemorating his just abhorrence of blood- 
shed and his peaceful bravery. 

Observers of him would probably speculate 
on his features and the carriage of his person 
as he went by them; with a result in their 
minds that can be of no import to us, men's 
general speculations being directed by their 
individual aims and their moods, their timid- 
ities, prejudices, envies, rivalries; but none 
could contest that he was a potential figure. 
If to know him the rising demagogue of the 
time dressed him in such terrors as to make 
him appear an impending Attila of the 
voracious hordes which live from hand to 
mouth, without intervention of a banker 
and property to cry truce to the wolf, he 
would have shone under a different aspect, 
enough to send them to the poets to solve 
their perplexity, had the knowledge been 
VOL n. K 
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subjoined that this terrific devastator swinging 
the sanguinary stick was a slave of love, who 
staked his al upon his love, loved up to his 
capacity desperately, loved a girl, and hung 
upon her voice to hear whether his painful 
knocking at a door should gain him admittance 
to the ranks of the orderly citizens of the 
legitimately-satiated passions, or else — the 
voice of a girl — ^annihilate him. 

He loved like the desert-bred Eastern, as 
though his blood had never ceased to be steeped 
in its fountain Orient ; loved barbarously, but 
with a compelling resolve to control his blood 
and act and be the civilized man, sober by virtue 
of his lady's gracious aid. In fact, it was the 
civilized man in him that had originally sought 
the introduction to her, with a bribe to the 
untameable. The former had once led, and 
hoped to lead again. Alvan was a revolutionist 
in imagination, the workman's firiend in rational 
sympathy, their leader upon mathematical 
calculation, but a lawyer, a reasoner in law. 
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and therefore of necessity a cousin germane, 
leaning to become an ally, of the Philistines — 
the founders and main supporters of his book 
of the Law. And so, between the nature of 
his blood, and the inclination of his mind, 
Alvan set his heart on a damsel of the Philis- 
tines, endowed with their trained elegancies 
and governed by some of their precepts, but 
suitable to his wildness in her reputation for 
originality, suiting him in her cultivated live- 
liness and her turn for luxury. Only the 
Philistines breed these choice beauties, put 
forth these delicate fresh young buds of girls ; 
and only here and there among them is there 
an exquisite, eccentric, yet passably decorous 
Clotilde. What his brother politicians never 
discovered in him, and the baroness partly 
suspected, through her interpretation of her 
opposing sentiments, Clotilde uncloaks. Catch- 
ing and mastering her, his wilder animation 
may be appeased, but his political life is 
threatened with a diversion of its current, for 

K 2 
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he will be uxorious, impassioned to gratify the 
tastes and whims of a youthful wife; the 
Republican will be in danger of playing 
prematurely for power to seat her beside him 
high: while at the same time children, per- 
chance, and his hardening lawyer's head are 
secretly Philistinizing the demagogue, blunting 
the fine edge of his Radicalism, turning him 
into a slow-stepping Liberal, otherwise your 
half-Conservative, in his convictions. Can 
she,think it much to have married that drab- 
coloured unit ? Power must be grasped. . . . 

His watch told him that Tresten was now 
beholding her, or just about to. The stillness 
of the heavens was remarkable. The hour 
held breath. She delayed her descent from 
her chamber. He saw how she touched at her 
hair more distinctly than he saw the lake 
before his eyes. He watched her, and the growl 
of a coming roar from him rebuked her tricky 
deliberateness. Deciding at last, she slips 
down the stairs like a waterfall, and is in the 
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room, erect, composed — ^if you do not lay ear 
against her bosom. Tresten stares at her, 
owns she is worth a struggle. Love does this, 
friend Tresten ! Love, that stamps out pre- 
judice and bids inequality be smooth. Tresten 
stares and owns she is worth heavier labours, 
worse than his friend has endured. Love does 
it ! Love that hallows a stranger's claim to the 
flower of a proud garden : Love has won her 
the freedom to suffer herself to be chosen by 
the stranger. What matters it which of them 
toiled to bring them to so sweet an end ! It 
was not either of them, but Love. By and by, 
after acting serenest innocent, suddenly broken, 
she will be copious of sad confessions. That 
will be in their secresy: in the close and 
boundless together of clasped hands. Deep 
eyes, that give him in realms of light within 
light all that he has dreamed of rapturousness 
and blessedness, you are threatened with a 
blinding kiss if you look abashed: — ^if her 
voice shall dare repeat another of those foolish 



134 THE TRAGIC COMEDIANS. 

self-reproaches, it shall be construed as a 
petition for farther kisses.— Silence ! he said to 
her, imagining that he had been silent, and 
enjoying silence with a perfect quietude beyond 
the trouble of a thought of her kisses and his 
happiness. His fiill heart craved for the 
infinity of silence. 

Another moment and he was counting to 
her the days, hours, minutes, which had 
been the gulf of torture between then 
and now — the separation and the reunion: 
he was voluble, living to speak, and a pause 
was only for the drawing of most blissful 
breath. 

His watch went slowly. She was beginning 
to drop her eyelids in front of Tresten. Oh ! 
he knew her so well. He guessed the length 
of her acting, and the time for her earnestness. 
She would have to act coquette at first to give 
herself a countenance: and who would not 
pardon the girl for putting on a mask? 
who would fail to see the mask? But he 
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knew her so well: she would not trifle very 
long : his life on it, that she will soon falter I 
her bosom will lift, lift and check : a word 
from Tresten then, if he is a friend; and she 
melts to the truth in her. Alvan heard her 
saying: "I will see him: yes, to-day. Let 
him appoint. He may come when he likes — 
come at once." 

" My life on it ! " he swore by his unerring 
knowledge of her, the certainty that she 
loved him. 

He had walked into a quarter of the town 
strange to him, he thought ; he had no recol- 
lection of the look of the street. A friend 
came up and put him in the right way, walking 
back with him. This was General Leczel, a 
famous leader of one of the heroical risings 
whose passage through blood and despair have 
led to the broader law men ask for when they 
name freedom devotedly. Alvan stated the 
position of his case to Leczel with continental 
frankness regarding a natural theme, and then 
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pursued the talk on public aflfairs, to the 
note of: "What but knocks will ever open 
the Black- Yellow Head to the fact that we are 
no longer in the first years of the eighteenth 
century ! " 

Leczel left him at his hotel-steps, pro- 
mising to call on him before night. Tresten 
had not returned, neither he nor the advo- 
cate, and he had been absent fully an 
hour. He was not in sight right or left. 
Alvan went to his room, looked at his 
watch, and out of the window, incapable of 
imagining any event. He began to breathe as 
if an atmosphere thick as water were pressing 
round him. Unconsciously he had staked his 
all on the revelation the moment was to bring. 
So little a thing ! His intellect weighed the 
littleness of it, but he had become level with 
it ; he magnified it with the greatness of his 
desire, and such was his nature that the great 
desire of a thing withheld from him, and his 
own, as he could think, made the world a 
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whirlpool till he had it. He waited, figurable 
by nothing so much as a wild horse in captivity 
sniflBng the breeze, when the flanks of the 
quivering beast are like a wind-struck barley- 
field, and his nerves are cords, and his nostrils 
trumpet him: he is flame kept under and 
straining to rise. 




CHAPTEE IX. 

The baroness expected to see Alyan in 
the morning, for he kept appointments, and 
he had said he would 6ome. She conceived 
that she waa independent of petsonal wishes 
on the subject of Clotilde; the fury of his 
passion prohibited her forming any of the 
wishes we send up to destiny when matters 
interesting us are in suspense, whether we 
have liberated minds or not. She thought 
the girl woidd grant the interview; was sure 
the creature would yield in his presence; 
and then there was an end to the ehinii^ 
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of Alvan! Supposing the other possibility, 
he had shown her such fierce iUnminations 
of eye and speech that she foresaw it would 
be a blazing of the insurrectionary beacon- 
fires of hell with him. He was a man of 
angels and devils. The former had long 
been conquering, but the latter were fiur 
from extinct His passion for this shallow 
girl had consigned him to the lower host. 
Let him be thwarted, his desperation would 
be unlikely to stop at legal barriers. His 
lawyer's head would be up and armed astound- 
ingly to oppose the law ; he would read, argue, 
and act with hot conviction upon the reverse 
of every text of law. She beheld him storm- 
ing the father's house to have out Clotilde, 
reluctant or conniving; and he harangued 
the people, he bore off his captive, he held 
her firmly as he had sworn he would ; he defied 
authority, he was a public rebel — he with 
his detected little secret aim, which he nursed 
like a shamed mother of an infant, fond but 
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afraid to be proud of it! She had seen that 
he aimed at standing well with the world 
and being one with it honourably: hold- 
ing to his principles, of course: but a 
disposition that way had been perceived, 
and the vision of him in open rebeUion 
because of his shy catching at the thread 
of an alliance with the decorous world, 
carved an ironic line on her jaw. 

Full surely he would not be baffled with- 
out smiting the world on the face. And he 
might suffer for it ; the Eiidigers would suffer 
likewise. 

She considered them very foolish people. 
Her survey of the little nobility beneath 
her station had previously enabled her to 
account for their disgust of such a suitor as 
Alvan, and maintain that they would oppose 
him tooth and nail. Owing to his recent 
success, the anticipation of a peaceful sur- 
render to him seemed now on the whole to 
carry most weight. This girl gives Alvan her 
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hand, and her family repudiate her. Volatile, 
flippant, shallow as she is, she must have had 
some turn for him; a physical spell was on 
her once, and it will be renewed when they 
meet. It sometimes inspires a semblance of 
courage; she may determine; she may be 
steadfast long enough for him to take his 
measures to bear her away. And the Brocken 
witches congratulate him on his prize! 

Almost better would it be, she thought, 
that circumstance should thwart him and 
kindle his own demon element. 

The forenoon, the noon, the afternoon, went 
round. 

Late in the evening her door was flung 
wide for Colonel von T'resten. 

She looked her interrogative " Well ? " His 
features were not used to betray the course 
of events. 

"How has it gone?" she said. 

He replied: "As I told you. I fancied 
I gauged the hussy pretty closely." 
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'' She will not see him ? " 

"Not she." 

The baroness crossed her arms. 

" And Alvan ? " 

The colonel shrugged. It was not done 
to tease a tremulous woman, for she was 
calm. It painted the necessary consequence 
of the refusal : an explosion of Etna, and she 
saw it. 

" Where is he now ? " said she. 

'' At his hotel" 

** Alone?" 

" Leczel is with him." 

" That looks like war." 

Tresten shrugged again. "It might have 
been foreseen by everybody concerned in the 
afifair. The girl does not care for him one 
comer of an eye! She stood up before us 
cool as at a dancing-lesson, swore she had 
never committed herself to an oath to him, 
sneered at him. She positively sneered. Her 
manner to me assures me without question 
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that if he had stood in my place she would 
have insulted him." 

" Scarcely. She would do in his absence 
what she would not do under his eyes," 
remarked the baroness. "It's decided, then ? " 

" Quite." 

« Will he be here to-night ? " 

*' I think not." 

" Was she really insolent ? " 

" For a gkl in her position she was." 

" Did you repeat her words to him ? " 

« Some of them." 

" What description of insolence ? " 

" She spoke of his vanity. . . . /' 

" Proceed." 

" It was more her manner to me, as the one 
of the two appearing as his friend. She was 
tolerably civil to Storchel : and the difference 
of behaviour must have been designed, for she 
not only looked at Storchel in a way to mark 
the difference, she addressed him rather eagerly 
before we turned on our heels, to tell him she 
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would write to him, and let him have her 
reply in a letter. He will get some coquettish 
rigmarole." 

" That seems monstrous ! — ^if one could 
be astonished by her," said the baroness. 
^ " When is she to write ? " 

" She may write : the letter will find no 
receiver/' said Tresten, significantly raising his 
eyebrows. "The legal gentleman is gone — 
blown from a gun! He's off home. He 
informed me that he should write to the 
general, throwing up his office, and an end to 
his share in the business." 

" There was no rudeness to the poor man ? " 

** Dear me, no. But imagine a quiet little 
advocate, very precise and silky — you've had 
a hint of him — and all of a sudden the client 
he has by the ear swells into a tremendous beast 
— a combination of lion and elephant — bellows 
and shakes the room, stops and stamps before 
him, discharging an uninteUigible flood of racy 
vernacular punctuated in thunder. Tou hear 
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him and see him ! Alvan lost his head — some 
of his hair too. The girl is not worth a lock. 
But he's past reason." 

" He takes it so," said the baroness, musing. 
" It will be the sooner over. She never cared 
for him a jot. And there's the sting. He has 
called up the whole world in an amphitheatre 
to see a girl laugh him to scorn. Hard for any 
man to bear ! — Alvan of all men ! Why does 
he not come here ? He might rage at me for 
a day and night, and I would rock him to sleep 
in the end. However, he has done nothing?" 

That was the point. The baroness perceived 
it to be a serious point, and repeated the ques- 
tion sharply. "Has he been to the house? — 
no ? — writing ? " 

Tresten dropped a nod. 

" Not to the girl, I suppose. To the father ? " 
said she. 

" He has written to the general" 

" You should have stopped it." 

"Tell a vedette to stop cavalry. You're 

VOL. II. L 
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not thinking of the man. He's in a white 
frenzy." 

" I wUl go to him." 

" You will do wrong. Leave him to spout 
the stuff and get rid of his poison. I remem- 
ber a sister of poor Nuciotti's going to him 
after he had let his men walk into a trap — and 
that was through a woman: and he was 
quieted, and the chief overlooked it ; and two 
days after, Nuciotti blew his brains out. He'd 
have been alive now if he had been left alone. 
Furious cursing is a natural relief to some 
men, like women's weeping. He has written 
a savage letter to her father, sending the girl to 
the deuce with the name she deserves, and 
challenging the general." 

" That letter is despatched ? " 

" Eiidiger has it by this time." 

The baroness fixed her eyes on Tresten : 
she struck her lap. " Alvan I Is it he? But 
the general is old, gouty, out of the lists. 
There can be no fighting. He apologized to 
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you for his daughter's inaolence to me. He 
will not fight, be sure." 
''Perhaps not," Tresten said 
*' As for the girl, Alvan has the fullest right 
to revile her : it cannot be too widely known. 
I could cry : ' What wisdom there is in men 
when they are mad!' We must allow it to 
counterbalance breaches of ordinary courtesy. 
* With the name she deserves* you say? He 
pitched the very name at her character plainly? 
— called her what she is ? " 

The baroness could have borne to hear it: 
she had no feminine horror of the staining 
epithet for that sex. But a sense of the dis- 
tinction between camps and courts restrained 
the soldier. He spoke of a discharge of cuttle- 
fish ink at the character of the girl, and added : 
•* The bath's a black one for her, and they had 
better keep it private. Eegrettable, no doubt : 
but it's probably true, and he's out of his mind. 
It would be dangerous to check him : he'd force 
his best friend to fight. Leczel is with him 

L 2 
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and gives him head. Its about time for me to 
go back to him, for there may be business/' 

The baroness thought it improbable. She 
was hoping that with Alvan's eruption the 
drop-scene would fall. 

Tresten spoke of the possibility. He knew 
the contents of the letter, and knew further 
that a copy of it, with none of the pregnant 
syllables expunged, had been forwarded to 
Prince Marko. He counselled calm waiting for 
a certain number of hours. The baroness 
committed herself to a promise to wait. Now 
that Alvan had broken off from the baleful 
girl, the worst must have been passed, she 
thought. 

He had broken with the girl: she reviewed 
liim under the light of that sole fact. So the 
edge of the cloud obscuring him was lifted, 
and he would again be the man she prized and 
hoped much of! How thickly he had been 
obscured was visible to her through a retreating 
sensation of scorn of him for his mad excesses. 
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which she had not known herself to entertain 
while he was writhing in the toils, and very 
bluntly and dismissingly felt now that his 
madness was at its climax. An outrageous 
lunatic fit that promised to release him from 
his fatal passion, seemed, on the contrary, 
respectable in essence if not in the display. 
Wives he should have by fifties and hundreds 
if he wanted them, she thought in her great- 
heartedness, reflecting on the one whose threat- 
ened pretensions to be his mate were slain by 
the title flung at her, and merited. The 
word (she could guess it) was an impassable 
gulf, a wound beyond healing. It pronounced 
in a single breath the girl's right name and 
his pledge of a return to sanity. For it was 
the insanest he could do ; it uttered anathema 
on his love of her ; it painted his white glow 
of unreason and fierce ire at the scorn which 
her behaviour flung upon every part of his 
character that was tenderest with him. After 
speaking such things a man comes to his 
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senses or he dies. So thought the baroness, 
and she was not more than commonly 
curious to hear how the Eiidigers had 
taken the insult they had brought on them- 
selves, and not unwilling to wait to see 
Alvan till he was cool. His vanity, when 
threatening to bleed to the death, would not be 
civil to the surgeon before the second or third 
dressing of his wound. 




CHAPTER X. 

In the house of the Btidigers there wa« 
commotion. Clotilde sat apart from it, locked 
in her chamber. She had performed her 
crowning act of obedience to her father by 
declining the interview with Alvan, and as 
a consequence she was full of grovelling revolt. 
Two things had helped her to carry out her 
engagement to submit in this final instance 
of dutifulness : one was the sight of that 
hateful rigid face and glacier eye of Tresten ; 
the other was the loophole she left for subse- 
quent insurgency by engaging to write to 
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Count HoUinger's envoy, Dr. StorcheL She 
had gazed most earnestly at him, that he might 
not mistake her meaning, and the little man's 
pair of spectacles had, she fancied, been dim. 
He was touched. Here was a friend I Here was 
the friend she required, the external aid, the fresh 
evasion, the link with Alvan ! Now to write to 
him to bind him to his beautiful human emotion. 
By contrast with the treacherous Tresten, whose 
iciness roused her to defiance, the nervous 
little advocate seemed an emissary of the 
skies, and she invoked her treasure-stores of 
the craven's craftiness in revolt to compose a 
letter that should move him, melt the good 
angel to espouse her cause. He was to be 
taught to understand — ^nay, angelically he 
would understand at once — why she had 
behaved apparently so contradictorily. Fet- 
tered, cruelly constrained by threats and wily 
sermons upon her duty to her family, terrorized, 
a prisoner 'beside this blue lake, in sight of 
the sublimest scenery of earth/ and hating his 
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associate — ^hating him, she repeated and under- 
scored — she had belied herself; she was willing 
to meet Alvan, she wished to meet him. She 
could open her heart to Alvan's true friend 
— his only true friend. He would instantly 
discern her imhappy plight. In the presence 
of his associate she could explain nothing, do 
nothing but what she had done. He had 
frozen her. She had good reason to know 
that man for her enemy. She could prove 
him a traitor to Alvan. Certain though she 
was from the first moment of Dr. Storchers 
integrity and kindness of heart, she haid stood 
petrified before him, as if affected by some 
wicked spell. She owned she had utterly 
belied herself; she protested. she had been no 
free agent. 

The future labours in her cause were thrown 
upon Dr. Storchel's shoulders, but with such 
compliments to him on his mission from above 
as emissary angels are presumed to be sensibly 
affected by. 
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The letter was long, involved, rather elo- 
quent when she forgot herself and wrot6 
herself, and intentionally very feminine, after 
the manner of suppUcatory ladies appealing 
to lawyers, whom they would sway by the 
feeble artlessness of a sex that must confide 
in their possession of a heart, their heads 
being too awful. 

She was directing the letter when Marko 
Eomaris gave his name outside her door. He 
was her intimate, her trustiest ally; he was 
aware of her design to communicate with Dr. 
Storchel, and came to tell her it would be a 
waste of labour. He stood there singularly 
pale and grave, unlike the sprightly slave she 
petted on her search for a tyrant. " Too late,'* 
he said, pointing to the letter she held. "Dr. 
Storchel has gone." 

She could not believe it, for Storchel had 
informed her that he would remain three days. 
Her powers of belief were more heavily taxed 
when Marko said : " Alvan has challenged your 
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father to fight him." With that he turned on 
his heel ; he had to assist in the deliberations 
of the family. 

She clasped her temples. The collision of 
ideas driven together by Alvan and a duel— 
Alvan challenging her father — ^Alvan, the con- 
temner of the senseless appeal to arms for the 
settlement of personal disputes ! — darkened her 
mind. She ran about the house plying all 

■ 

whom she met for news and explanations ; but 
her young brother was absent, her sisters were 
ignorant, and her parents were closeted in con- 
sultation with the gentlemen. At night Marko 
sent her word that she might sleep in peace, 
for things would soon be arranged and her 
father had left the city. 

She went to her solitude to study the hard 
riddle of her shattered imagination of Alvan. 
The fragments would not suffer joining, they 
assailed her in huge heaps; fend she did not 
ask herself whether she had ever known him, 
but what disruption it was that had Unsettled 
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the reason of the strongest man alive. At times 
he came flashing through the scud of her 
thoughts magnificently in person, and how to 
stamp that splendid figure of manhood on a 
madman's conduct was the task she supposed 
herself to be attempting while she shrank from 
it, and worshipped the figure, abhorred the 
deed. She could not unite them. He was like 
some great cathedral organ foully handled in 
the night by demons. He, whose lucent reason 
was an unclouded sky over every complexity of 
our sphere, he to crave to fight ! to seek the life- 
blood of the father of his beloved ! More un- 
intelligible than this was it to reflect that he 
must know the challenge to be of itself a bar:t6 
his meeting his Clotilde ever again. She led 
her senses round to weep, and produced a state 
of mental drowning for a truce to the bitter 
riddle. 

Quiet reigned in the household next day, 
and for the length of the day. Her father had 
departed/ her mother treated her vixenishly, 
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snubbiog her for a word, but the ugly business 
of yesterday seemed a matter settled and dis- 
missed. Alvan, then, had been appeased. He 
was not a man of blood : he was the humanest 
of men. She was able to reconstruct him under 
the beams of his handsome features and his 
kingly smile. She could occasionally conjure 
them up in their vividness ; but had she not in 
truth been silly to yield to spite and send him 
back the photographs of him with his presents, so 
that he should have the uttermost remnant of 
the gifts he asked for? Had he really asked to 
have anything back ? She inclined to doubt all 
that had been done and said since their separa- 
tion — if only it were granted her to look on a 
photograph showing him as he was actuallybefore 
their misunderstanding ! The sun-tracing would 
not deceive, as her own tricks of imageing 
might do : seeing him as he was then, the hour 
would be revived, she would certainly feel him 
as he lived and breathed now. Thus she 
ancied on the effort to get him to her heart 
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after the shock he had dealt it, for he had 
become almost a stranger, as a god that has 
taken human shape and character. 

Next to the sight of Alvan her friend Marko 
was welcome. The youth visited her in the 
evening, and with a glitter of his large black 
eyes bent to her, and began talking incompre- 
hensibly of leave-taking and farewell, until she 
cried aloud that she had riddles enough : one 
was too much. What had he to say? She 
gave him her hand to encourage him. She 
listened, and soon it was her hand that 
mastered his in the grasp, though she was 
putting questions incredulously, with an un- 
derstanding duller than her instinct. Or how 
if the frightful instinct while she listened shot 
lightnings in her head, whose revelations were 
too intelligible to be looked at ? We think it 
devilish when our old nature is incandescent to 
talk to us in this way, kindled by its vilest in 
hoping, hungering, and fearing; and we call 
on the civilized mind to disown it The 
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tightened grasp of her hand confessed her 
understanding of the thing she pressed to hear 
repeated, for the sake of seeming to herself to 
repudiate it under an accumulating horror, at 
the same time that the repetition doubly and 
trebly confirmed it, so as to exonerate her 
criminal sensations by casting the whole 
burden on the material fact. 

Marko, with her father's consent and the 
approval of the friends of the family, had 
taken up Alvan's challenge! That was the 
tale. She saw him dead in the act of 
telling it. 

"What?" she cried: "what?" and then: 
" You ? " and her fingers were bonier in their 
clutch: "Let me hear. It can't be!" She 
snapped at herself for not pitying him more, 
but a sword had flashed to cut her gordian 
knot : she saw him dead, the obstacle removed, 
the man whom her parents opposed to Alvan 
swept away: she saw him as a black gate 
breaking to a flood of light. She had never 
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invoked it, never wished, never dreamed it, but 
if it was to be ? . . . " Oh ! impossible. One 
of us is crazy. You to fight ? . . . they put it 
upon you ? You fight him ? But it is cruel, 
it is abominable. Incredible ! You have 
accepted the challenge, you say ? " 

He answered that he had, and gazed into her 
eyes for love. 

She blinked over them, crying out against 
parents and friends for their heartlessness in 
permitting him to fight. 

"This is positive? This is really true?" 
she said, burning and dreading to realize the 
magical change it pointed on, and touching 
him with her other hand, loathing herself, 
loathing parents and friends who had brought 
her to the plight of desiring some terrible 
event in sheer necessity. Not she, it was the 
situation they had created which was guilty ! 
By dint of calling out on their heartlessness, 
and a spur of conscience, she roused the feeling 
of compassion: 
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" But, Marko ! Marko ! poor child ! you 
cannot fight ; you have never fired a pistol or a 
gun in your life. Your health was always too 
delicate for these habits of men ; and you could 
not pull a trigger taking aim, do you not 
know?'* 

''I have been practising for a couple of 
hours to-day," he said. 

Compassion thrilled her. "A couple of 
hours ! Unhappy boy ! But do you not know 
that he is a dead shot ? He is famous for his 
aim. He never misses. He can do all the 
duellist's wonders both with sword and pistol, 
and that is why he was respected when he 
refused the duel because he — before these 
parents of mine drove him .... and me I I 
think we are both mad — he despised duelling. 
He 1 He ! Alvan ! who has challenged my 
father ! I have heard him speak of duelling 
as cowardly. But what is he? what has he 
changed to? And it would be cowardly to 
kill you, Marko." 

VOL. II. M 
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" I take my chance," Marko said. 

" You have no chance. His aim is unerring." 
She insisted on the deadliness of his aim, and 
dwelt on it with a gloating delight that her 
conscience approved, for she was persuading 
the youth to shun his fatal aim. "If you 
stood against him he would not spare you — 
perhaps not ; I fear he would not, as far as I 
know him now. He can be terrible in wrath. 
I think he would warn you ; but two men face 
to face ! and he suspecting that you cross his 
path ! Find some way of avoiding him. Do, 
T entreat you. By your love of me ! Oh ! no 
blood. I do not want to lose you. I could 
not bear it." 

** Would you regret me ? " said he. 

Her eyes fell on his, and the beauty of those 
great dark eyes made her fondness for him 
legible. He caused her a spasm of anguish, 
foreknowing him doomed. She thought that 
haply this devoted heart was predestined 
to be the sacrifice which should bring her 



THE TRAGIC COMEDIANS. 1 63 

round to Alvan. She murmured phrases of 
dissuasion until her hollow voice broke; she 
wept for being speechless, and turned upon 
Providence and her parents, in railing at whom 
a voice of no ominous empty sound was given 
her ; and still she felt more warmly than railing 
expressed, only her voice shrank back from a 
tone of feeling. She consoled herself with 
the reflection that utterance was inadequate. 
Besides, her active good sense echoed Marko 
ringingly when he cited the usages of their 
world and the impossibility of his withdrawing 
or wishing to withdraw from the line of a 
challenge accepted. It was destiny. She 
bowed her head lower and lower, oppressed 
without and within, unwilling to look at him. 
She did not look when he left her. 

The silence of him encouraged her head to 
rise. She stared about: his phantom seemed 
present, and for a time she beheld him both 
upright in life and stretched in death. It 
could not be her fault that he should die ! it 
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was the fatality. How strange it was ! Provi- 
dence, after bitterly misusing her, offered this 
reparation through the death of Marko. 

Possibly she ought to run out and beseech 
Alvan to spare the innocent youth. She stood 
up trembling on her legs. She called to Alvan. 
" Do not put blood between us. Oh ! I love 
you more than ever. Why did you let that 
horrible man you take for a friend come here ? 
I hate him, and cannot feel my love of you 
when I see him. He chills me to the bone. 
He made me say the reverse of what was in 
my heart. But spare poor Marko ! You have 
no cause for jealousy. You would be above it, 
if you had. Do not aim ; fire in the air. Do 
not let me kiss that hand and think . . ." 

She sank to her chair, exclaiming : " I am a 
prisoner ! " She could not walk two steps ; she 
was imprisoned by the interdict of the house 
and the paralysis of her limbs. Providence 
decreed that she must abide the result. Dread 
Power I To be dragged to her happiness 
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through a river of blood was indeed dreadful, 
but the devotional sense of reliance upon 
hidden wisdom in the direction of human 
affairs when it appears considerate of our 
wishes, inspirited her to be ready for what 
Providence was about to do, mysterious in its 
beneficence that it was ! It is the dark god- 
dess Fortune to the craven. The craven with 
desires will offer up bloody sacrifices to it sub- 
missively. The craven, with desires expecting 
to be blest, is a zealot of the faith which 
ascribes the direction of events to the outer 
world. Her soul was in full song to that con- 
triving agency, and she with the paralyzed 
limbs became practically active, darting here 
and there over the room, burning letters, 
packing a portable bundle of clothes, in pre- 
paration for the domestic confusion of the 
morrow when the body of Marko would be 
driven to their door, and amid the wailing and 
the hubbub she would escape unnoticed to 
Alvan, Providence-guided I Out of the house 
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would then signify assuredly to Alvan's 
arms. 

The prospect might have seemed too heavenly 
to be realizable had she not been sensible of 
paying heavily for it; and thus, as he would 
wish to be, was Marko of double service to 
her ; for she was truly fond of the beautiful 
and chivabous youth, and far from wishing 
to lose him. His blood was on the heads 
of those who permitted him to face the 
danger ! She would have felt for him still 
more tenderly if it were permitted to a 
woman's heart to enfold two men at a time. 
This, it would seem, she cannot do: she is 
compelled by the painful restriction sadly 
to consent that one of them shall be swept 
away. 

Night passed dragging and galloping. In 
the very early light she thought of adding 
some ornaments to her bundle of necessaries. 
She learnt of the object of her present faith 
to be provident on her own behalf, and dressed 
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in two of certain garments which would have 
swoln her bundle too much. 

This was the day of Providence: she had 
strung herself to do her part in it and gone 
through the pathos of her fatalism abovestairs 
in her bedroom before Marko took his final 
farewell of her, so she could speak her 
"Heaven be with you!" unshaken, though 
sadly. Her father had returned. To be 
away from him, and close to her bundle, she 
hurried to her chamber and awaited the catas- 
trophe, like one expecting to be raised from 
the vaults. Carriage wheels would give her 
the first intimation of it. Slow, very slow, 
would imply, badly wounded, she thought ; 
dead, if the carriage stopped some steps from 
the house and one of the seconds of the poor 
boy descended to make the melancholy an- 
nouncement. She could not but apprehend 
the remorselessness of the decree. Death it 
would probably be! Alvan had resolved to 
sweep him oif the earth. She could not blame 
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Alvan for his desperate passion, though pity- 
ing the victim of it. In any case the instant 
of the arrival of the carriage was her oppor- 
tunity marked by the finger of Providence 
rendered visible, and she sat rocking her 
parcel on her lap. Her love of Alvan now 
was mixed with an alluring terror of him as 
an immediate death-dealer who stood against 
r6d-streaked heavens, more grandly Satanic 
in his angry mightiness than she had ever 
realized that figure, and she trembled and 
shuddered, fearing to meet him, yearning to be 
taken to him, to close her eyes on his breast 
in blindest happiness. She gave the very sob 
for the occasion. 

A carriage drove at full speed to the door. 
Full speed could not be the pace for a funeral 
load.' That was a visitor to her father on 
business. She waited for fresh wheels, telling 
herself she would be patient and must be 
ready. 

Her pathos was ready and scarcely control- 
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lable. The tear thickened on her eyelid as 
she projected her mind on the grief she would 
soon be undergoing for Marko ; or at least 
she would undergo it subsequently ; she would 
certainly mourn for him. She dared not pro- 
ceed to an accumulated enumeration of his 
merits, as her knowledge of the secret of 
pathos knew to be most moving, in an extreme 
fear that she might weaken her required 
energies for action at the approaching signal. 

Feet came rushing up the stairs: her door 
was thrown open, and the living Marko, 
stranger than a dead, stood present. He had 
in his look an expectation that she would be 
glad to behold him, and he asked her, and she 
said : '* Oh, yes, she was glad, of course." She 
was glad that Alvan had pardoned him for his 
rashness ; she was vexed that her projected 
confusion of the household had been thwarted : 
vexed, petrified with astonishment. 

"But how if I tell you that Alvan is 
wounded ? " he almost wept to say. 
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Clotilde informs the world that she laughed 
on hearing this. She was unaware of her 
ground for laughing. It was the laugh of 
the tragic comedian. 

Could one believe in a Providence capable 
of letting such a sapling and weakling strike 
down the most magnificent stature upon earth ? 

** Yow — him ? " she said, in the tremendous 
compression of her contempt. 

She laughed. The world is upside down — 
a world without light, or pointing finger, or 
affection for special favourites, and therefore 
bereft of all mysterious and attractive wisdom, 
a crazy world, a corpse of a world — ^if this 
be true ! 

But it can still be disbelieved. 

He stood before her dejectedly, and she sent 
him flying with a repulsive, " Leave me 1 " 
The youth had too much on his conscience 
to let him linger. His manner of going smote 
her brain. 

Was it credible ? Was it possible to think 
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of Alvan wounded? — the giant laid on his 
back, and in the hands of the leech? As- 
suredly it was a moctery of all calculations. 
She could not conjure up the picture of him, 
and her emotions were merely struck and 
stunned. If this be true ! 

But it can be resolutely disbelieved. 

We can put it before Providence to cleanse 
itself of this thing, or suffer the consequence 
that we now and for ever quit our worship, 
lose our faith in it and our secret respect. 
She heard Marko's tale confirmed, whispers 
of leaden import, physicians* rumours, and 
she doubted. She clung insanely to her in- 
credulity. Laughter had been slain, but not 
her belief in the invincibility of Alvan; 
she could riot imagine him overthrown in a 
conflict — and by a hand that she had taken 
and twisted in her woman's hand subduingly ! 
He, the unerring shot, laid low by one who 
had never burnt powder till the day before 
the duel ! It was easier to remain incredulous 
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notwithstanding the gradational distinctness 
of the whispers. She dashed her " Impossi- 
ble I " at Providence, conceived the tale in 
wilful and almost buoyant self-deception to 
be a conspiracy in the family to hide from 
her Alvan's magnanimous dismissal of poor 
Marko from the field of strife. That was 
the most evident fact. She ran through delu- 
sion and delusion, exhausting each and hugging 
it after the false life was out. 

So violent was the opposition to reason 
in the idea of Alvan's descending to the 
duel and falling by the hand of Marko 
that it cried to be rebutted by laughter : 
and she could not, she could laugh no more, 
nor imagine laughing, though she could 
say of the people of the house, *'They act 
it well ! " and hate them for the serious 
whispering air, and the dropping of medical 
terms and weights of drugs, which robbed her 
of what her instinct told her was the surest 
weapon for combating deception. Them 
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however, and their acting she could have 
withstood enough to silently discredit them 
through sheer virulence of a hatred that proved 
them to be duly credited. But her savage 
wilfulness could not resist the look of Marko. 
She had to yield up her breast to the truth, 
and simulate further unbelief lest her loaded 
heart should force her to run to the wounded 
lion's bedside, and hear his reproaches. She 
had to cheat her heart, and the weak thing 
consented to it, loathing her for the imposture. 
Seeing Marko too, assured of it by his broken 
look, the terrible mournfulness less than the 
horrible irony of the truth gnawed within her. 
It spoke to her in metal, not in flesh. It 
haunted her feelings and her faint imaginations 
alienly. It discoloured, it scorned the earth, 
and earth's teachings, and the understanding 
of life. Eational clearness at all avenues was 
blurred by it. The thought that Alvan lay 
wounded and in danger, was one thought : that 
Marko had stretched him there, was quite 



174 THE TRAGIC COMEDIANS. 

another, and was a livid eclipsing thought, 
through which her grief had to work its 
way to get to heat and a state of burning. 
She knew not in truth what to feel : the 
craven's dilemma when yet feeling much. 
Anger at Providence rose uppermost. She 
had so shifted and wound about, and so 
pulled her heart to pieces, that she could no 
longer sanely and with wholeness encounter 
a shock : she had no sensation firm enough to 
be stamped by a signet. 

Even on the fatal third day, when Marko, 
white as his shrouded antagonist, led her to 
the garden of the house, and there said the 
word of death, an execrating amazement, 
framing the thought ''Why is it not Alvan 
who speaks ? " rose beside her gaping con- 
ception of her loss. She framed it as an 
earnest interrogation for the half minute before 
misery had possession of her, coming down 
like a cloud. Providence then was too shadowy 
a thing to upbraid. She could not blame 
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herself, for the intensity of her suffering testi- 
fied to the bitter realness of her love of the 
dead man. Her craven's instinct to make a 
sacrifice of others flew with claws of hatred 
at her parents. These she offered up, and the 
spirit presiding in her appears to have sc- 
cepted them as proper substitutes for her 
conscience. 
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CHAPTER XI. 



Alvan was dead. The shot of his adversary, 
accidentally well-directed, had struck him 
mortally. He died on the morning of the third 
day after the duel There had been no hope 
that he could survive, and his agonies made 
a speedy dissolution desirable by those most 
wishing him to live. 

The baroness had her summons to hurry 
to him after his first swoon. She was his 
nurse and last confidante: a tearless woman, 
rigid in service. Death relaxed his hold of 
her hand. He met his fate like the valiant 
soul he was. Haply if he had lingered 
without the sweats of bodily tortures to stay 
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reflectiveness, he, also, in the strangeness of 
his prostration, might have cast a thought on 
the irony of the fates felling a man like him 
by a youngster's hand and for a shallow girl ! 
He might have fathered some jest at life, with 
rueful relish of the flavour: for such is our 
manner of commenting on ourselves when we 
come to shipwreck through unseaworthy pre- 
tensions. There was no interval on his passage 
from anguish to immobility. 

Silent was that house of many chambers. 
That mass of humanity profusely mixed of good 
and evil, of generous ire and mutinous, of the 
passion for the future of mankind and vanity 
of person, magnanimity and sensualism, high 
judgment, reckless indiscipline, chivalry, 
savagery, solidity, fragmentariness, was dust. 

The two men composing it, the untamed and 
the candidate for citizenship, in mutual dis- 
sension pulled it down. He perished of his 
weakness, but it was a strong man that fell 
If his end was imheroic, the blot does not 
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overshadow his life. His end was a derision 

because the animal in him ran him unchained 

and bounding to it. A stormy blood made 

wreck of a splendid intelligence. Yet they 

that pronounce over him the ordinary fatalistic 

epitaph of the foregone and done, which is the 

wisdom of men measuring the dead by the last 

word of a lamentable history, should pause to 

think whether fool or madman is the title for 

one who was a zealous worker, respected by 

great heads of his time, acknowledged the head 

of the voluminous coil of the working people, 

and who, as we have seen, insensibly though 

these wrought within him, was getting to 

purer fires through his coarser when the final 

intemperateness drove him to ruin. As little 

was he the vanished god whom his working 

people hailed deploringly on the long procession 

of his remains from city to city under charge of 

the baroness. That last word of his history 

ridicules the eulogy of partisan and devotee, 

and to commit the excess of worshipping is to 
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conjure up by contrast a vulgar giant : for truth 
will have her just proportions, and vindicates 
herself upon a figure over-idealized by bidding 
it grimace, leaving appraisers to get the balance 
of the two extremes. He was neither fool nor 
madman, nor man to be adored : his last temp- 
tation caught him in the season before he had 
subdued his blood, and amid the multitudinously 
simple of this world, stamped him a tragic 
comedian : that is, a grand pretender, a self- 
deceiver, one of the lividly ludicrous, whom 
we cannot laugh at, but must contemplate, 
to distinguish where their character strikes 
the note of discord with life ; for otherwise, 
in the reflection of their history, life will seem 
a thing demoniacally inclined by fits to antic 
and dive into gulfs. The characters of the 
hosts of men are of the simple order of the 
comic; not many are of a stature and a com- 
plexity calling for the junction of the two 
Muses to name them. 

While for his devotees he lay still warm 



l8o THE TKAGIC COMEDIANS. 

in the earth, that other, the woman, poor 
Clotilde, astonished her compatriots by pass- 
ing comedy and tragic comedy with the 
gift of her hand to the hand which had 
slain Alvan. In sooth, the explanation is not 
so hard when we recollect our knowledge of 
her. It was a gentle youth ; her parents urged 
her to it : a particular letter, the letter of the 
challenge to her father, besliming her, was 
shown ; — a hideous provocation pushed to the 
fouUest. Who could blame Prince Marko? 
who had ever given sign of more noble 
bravery than he? He had stood to defend 
her name and fame. He was very love, the 
never extinguished torch of love. And he 
hung on her for the little of life appearing 
to remain to him. Before heaven he was 
guiltless. He was good. Her misery had 
shrunk her into nothingness, and she rose 
out of nothingness cold and bloodless, bearing 
a thought that she might make a good youth 
happy, or nurse him sinking— be of that use. 
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Besides he was a refuge from the roof of her 
parents. She shut her eyes on the past, 
sure of his goodness; goodness, on her return 
to some sense of being, she prized above other 
virtues, and perhaps she had a fancy that 
to be allied to it was to be doing good. 
After a few months she buried him. From 
that day, or it may be, on her marriage day, 
her heart was Alvan's. Years later she wrote 
her version of the story, not sparing herself 
so much as she supposed. Providence and 
her parents were not forgiven. But as we 
are in her debt for some instruction, she may 
now be suffered to go. 



THE END. 
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in Kaflir Warfare. With Illustrations. 
Demy 8vo, 12s. 

LYTTON (ROBERT, EARL). 

POETICAL WORKS — COL- 
LECTED EDITION. Complete in 
5 vols. 

FABLES IN SONG, a vols. Fcap. 8vo, 
xas. 

LUCILE. Fcap. 8vo, 6s. 

THE WANDERER. Fcap. 8vo, 6s. 
POEMS. HISTORICAL AND CHA- 
RACTERISTIC. Fcap. 8vo, 6s. 

MALLET (DR. J. W.). 

COTTON : THE CHEMICAL, 

&c., CONDITIONS OF ITS SUC- 
CESSFUL CULTIVATION. Post 8vo, 
cloth, 7s. 6d. 

MALLET (ROBERT). 

GREAT NEAPOLITAN 

EARTHQUAKE OF 1857. First Prin- 
ciples of Observational beismology. as 
developed in the Report to the Royal 
Society of London, of the Expedition made 
into the Interior of the Kingdom of Naples, 
to investigate the circumstances of the great 
Earthquake of December, 1857. Maps 
and numerous Illustrations. 2 vols. Royal 
8vo, cloth, £1 3s. 

MASKELL ( WILLIAM). 

A DESCRIPTION OF THE 

IVORIES, ANCIENT AND ME- 
DIAEVAL, in the SOUTH KENSING- 
TON MUSEUM, with a Preface. With 
numerous Photographs and Woodcuts. 
Royal 8vo, half-morocco, £\ xs. 

MAXSE (FITZH-), 

PRINCE BISMARCK'S 

LETTERS. Translated from the German. 
Second Edition. Small crown 8vo, cloth, 

d6. 



McCOAN (J. CARLILE). 

OUR NEW PROTECTORATE 

— Turkey in Asia: Its Geography, 
Races, Resources, and Government. 
With a Map showing the Existing and 
Projected Public Works. 2 vols. Large 
ctown 8vo, 24s. 

MEREDITH (GEORGE). 

MODERN LOVE, AND 

POEMS OF THE ENGLISH ROAD- 
SIDE, with Poems and Ballads. Fcap* 
8vo, cloth, 6s. 

MOLESWORTH (W. NASSAU). 

HISTORY OF ENGLAND 

FROM THE YEAR 1830 TO THE 
RESIGNATION OF THE GLAD- 
STONE MINISTRY. 

A Cheap Edition, carefully revised, and 
carried up to March, 1874. 3 vols. Crown 
8vo, 18s. 

A School Edition. Post 8vo, 7s. 6d. 
MORLEY (HENRY). 

ENGLISH WRITERS. Vol. L 

Part I. THE CELTS AND ANGIX)- 
SAXONS. With an Introductory Sketch 
of the Four Periods of English Literature. 
Part II. FROM THE CONQUEST 
TO CHAUCER. (Making 2 vols.) 8vo, 
cloth, £\ 2S. 

Vol. IL Part L FROM 

CHAUCER TO DUNBAR. 8vo, 
doth, I2S. 

TABLES OF ENGLISH 

LITERATURE. Containing 20 Charts. 
Second Edition, with Index. Royal 4to, 

cloth, I2S. 

In Three Parts. Parts I. and II., ooa- 

taining Three Charts, each is. 6d. 

Part III., containing 14 Charts, 7s. 
Part III. also kept in Sections, i, 2, and 
5, IS. 6d. each; 3 and 4 together, 3s. 

*^^* The Charts sold separately. 
MORLEY (JOHN). 

LIFE AND CORRESPON- 
DENCE OF RICHARD COBDEN. 
2 vols. Demy 8vo. [In the ^ess. 

DIDEROT AND THE En- 
cyclopaedists. 2 vols. DemySvo, 

26s. 
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CRITICAL MISCELLANIES. 

Second Series. France in the Eighteenth 
obespierre — Turgo 
Mr. Mill on Religion — On 



£:igm 

Century — Robespierre-— Turgot — Death of 
Mr. Mill — Mr. MiU on Religion— On 
Popular Cultiure— Macaulay. Demy 8vo, 



doth, 14s. 

CRITICAL MISCELLANIES. 

First Series. Demy 8vo, 14s. 
NEW UNIFORM EDITION. 

VOLTAIRE. Large crown 8vo, 

6s. 

ROUSSEAU. Large crown 8vo, 

9s. 

CRITICAL MISCELLANIES. 

First Series. Large crown 8vo, 6s. 

CRITICAL MISCELLANIES. 

Second Series. [In the press, 

DIDEROT AND THE EN- 

CYCLOPiEDISTS. Large crown 8vo, 
zas. 

ON COMPROMISE. New 

Edition. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

STRUGGLE FOR NATIONAL 

EDUCATION. Third Edition. 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. 

MURPHY (7. M,). 

RAMBLES IN NORTH-WEST 

AMERICA. With Frontispiece and Map. 
z6s. 

NAPIER {MAJ.'GEN. IV. C. E.). 

TRANSLATION OF GEN. 

JARRY'S OUTPOST DUTY. With 
TREATISES ON MILITARY RE- 
CONNAISSANCE AND ON ROAD- 
MAKING. Third Edition. Crown 
Svo, 5s. 

NEWTON (E. TULLE yj, P.G.S., 
Assistant-Naturalist H,M, Geological 
Survey. 

THE TYPICAL PARTS IN 

THE SKELETONS OF A CAT, 
DUCK, AND CODFISH, being a Cata- 
logue with Comparative Descriptions 
arranged in a Tabular Form. Demy Svo, 
cloth, 3s. 



OLIVER (PROFESSOR), F.R.S., e»c. 

ILLUSTRATIONS OF THE 

PRINCIPAL NATURAL ORDERS 
OF THE VEGETABLE KINGDOM, 
PREPARED FOR THE SCIENCE 
AND ART DEPARTMENT, SOUTH 
KENSINGTON. With 109 Plates. 
Oblong 8yo, plain, z6s. ; coloured, £1 6s. 

POLLEN (7. H). 

ANCIENT AND MODERN 

FURNITURE AND WOODWORK 
IN THE SOUTH KENSINGTON 
MUSEUM. With an Introduction, and 
Illustrated with numerous Coloured Photo* 
graphs and Woodcuts. Royal 8vo, half- 
morocco, £1 IS. 

POLLOK (LIEUT.'COLONEL), 

SPORT IN BRITISH 

BURMAH, ASSAM, AND THE 
CASSYAH AND JYNTIAH HILLS. 
With Notes of Sport in the Hilly Dbtricts 
of the Northern Division, Madras Presi< 
dency. With Illustrations and a Maps. 
2 vols. Demy 8vo, 34s. 

POYNTER (E. y.), R.A. 

TEN LECTURES ON ART. 

Second Edition. Large crown 8vo, 9s. 
PRINSEP (VAL), A.R.A. 

IMPERIAL INDIA. Contain- 

ing numerous Illustrations and Maps made 
during a Tour to the Courts of the Prin- 
cipal Rajahs and Princes of India. Second 
Edition. Demy 8vo, ais. 

PUCKETT (R. CAMPBELL), Ph. Z>., 
Bonn University. 

SCIOGRAPHY; or, Radial Pro- 

jection of Shadows. New Edition. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 6s. 

REDGRAVE (RICHARD). 

MANUAL AND CATECHISM 

ON COLOUR. 24mo, cloth, qd. 
REDGRAVE (SAMUEL). 

A DESCRIPTIVE CATA- 
LOGUE OF THE HISTORICAL 
COLLECTION OF WATER-COLOUR 
PAINTINGS IN THE SOUTH KEN- 
SINGTON MUSEUM. With numerous 
Chromo-lithographs and other Illustrations. 
Published for the Science and Art De- 
partment of the Committee of Council on 
Education. Royal 8vo» haK-bck^^^> ^^v^-s.. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



ROBINSON {J. C), 

ITALIAN SCULPTURE OF 

THE MIDDLE AGES AND PERIOD 
OF THE REVIVAL OF ART. Whh 20 
Engravings. Royal 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

ROBINSON {JAMES F.). 

BRITISH BEE FARMING. 

Its Profits and Pleasures. Uniform with 
the FARMING FOR PLEASURE 
AND PROFIT Series. Large crown 8vo, 
5S. 

ROBSON {GEORGE). 

ELEMENTARY BUILDING 

CONSTRUCTION. Illustrated by a 
Design for an Entrance, Lodge, and Gate. 
15 PUtes. Oblong folio, sewed, 8s. 

ROBSON {REV, J. H.),M,A.,LL.M, 

AN ELEMENTARY TREA- 
TISE ON ALGEBRA. Post «vo. 6s. 

ROCK (THE VERY REV. CANON), 

D.D. 

ON TEXTILE FABRICS. A 

Descriptive and Illustrated Catalogue of 
the Collection of Church Vestments, 
Dresses, Silk Stu£fs, Needlework, and 
Tapestries in the South Kensington 
Museum. Royal 8vo, half-morocco, 
^1 ixs. 6d. 

ROLAND {ARTHUR). 

FARMING FOR PLEASURE 

AND PROFIT. Edited by William 
Ablett. 6 vols, large crown 8vo, 5s. each. 

DAIRY -FARMING, MANAGEMENT 
OF COWS, &c. 

POULTRY-KEEPING. 

TREE-PLANTING, FOR ORNAMEN- 
TATION OR PROFIT. 

STOCK-KEEPING AND CATTLE- 
REARING. 

DRAINAGE OF LAND, IRRIGA- 
TION, MANURES, &c. 

ROOT-GROWING, HOPS, &c. 
SCOTT-STEVENSON {MRS.). 

OUR HOME IN CYPRUS. 

With a Map and Illustrations. Third 
Edition. Demy SvOj 14s. 



ST. CLAIR {S. G. B.), Captain late 
Hist Fusiliers, and CHARLES A. 
BROPHY. 

TWELVE YEARS' RESI- 
DENCE IN BULGARIA. Revised 
Edition. Demy 8vo, 9s. 

STORY {W. W.). 

ROBA DI ROMA. Seventh 

Edition, with Additions and Portrait. 
Post 8vo, cloth, los. 6d. 

THE PROPORTIONS OF 

THE HUMAN FRAME, ACCORD- 
ING TO A NEW CANON. With 
Plates. Royal 8vo, cloth, los. 

CASTLE ST. ANGELO. Uni- 

form with "Roba di Roma." With Illus- 
trations. Large crown 8vo, zos. 6d. 

STREETER {E. W.) 

PRECIOUS STONES AND 

GEMS. Second Edition. Demy 8vOf 
cloth, 1 8s.; calf, 27s. 

GOLD; OR, LEGAL REGU- 
LATIONS FOR THIS METAL IN 
DIFFERENT COUNTRIES OF THE 
WORLD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

TANNER {HENRY), F.C.S., Senior 
Member of the Royal Agricultural 
College, Examiner in the Principles 
of Agriculture under the Government 
Department of Science. 

JACK'S EDUCATION; OR, 

HOW HE LEARNT FARMING. 
Large crown 8vo, 4s. 

TOPINARD {DR. PAUL). 

ANTHROPOLOGY. With a 

Preface by Professor Paul Broca. With 
numerous Illustrations. Large crown Svo, 
7s. 6d. 

TREVELYAN {E. P.). 

A YEAR IN PESHAWUR, 

AND A LADY'S RIDE INTO THE 
KYBER PASS. Crown Svo, 9s. 

TROLLOPE {ANTHONY). 

LIFE OF CICERO. 2 vols. 

8vo. 

THE DUKE'S CHILDREN. 

Cheap Edition. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 
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THE CHRONICLES OF BAR- 

SETSHIRE. A Unifonn Edition, hand- 
somely printed, with Frontispieces. 8 vols. 
Large crown 8vo, 6s. each vol. 

THE WARDEN. 

BARCHESTER TOWERS. 

DR. THORNE. 

FRAMLEY PARSONAGE. 

THE SMALL HOUSE AT ALLING- 
TON. a vols. 

LAST CHRONICLE OF BARSET. 

2 vols. ' 

AUSTRALIA AND NEW ZEA- 

LAND. A Cheap Edition, with Maps. 
3 vols. Small Svo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

SOUTH AFRICA. 2 vols. 

Large crown Svo, with Maps. Fourth 
Edition. £x los. Cheap Edition, crown 
Svo, 3s. 6d. 

{For Cheap Editions of other Works, 
see page 25.) 

UNIVERSAL, 

UNIVERSAL CATALOGUE 

OF BOOKS ON ART. Compiled for 
the use of the National Art Library, and 
the Schools of Art in the United Kingdom. 
In 2 vols. Crown 4to, half-morocco, ^2 2s. 

V A UGH AN {VIRGINIA). 

THE NEW ERA. A Dramatic 

Poem. Foolscap Svo, 7s. 6d. 
VERON (EUGENE). 

^ESTHETICS. Translated by 

W. H. Armstrong. Large crown Svo, 
7s. 6d. 

WALMSLEY (SIR JOSHUA). 

LIFE OF SIR JOSHUA 

WALMSLEY. By Hugh Mulleneux 
Walmsley. With Portrait. Demy Svo, 14s. 

WA TSON (ALFRED E. T.). 

SKETCHES IN THE HUNT- 
ING FIELD. Illustrated by John 
Stvrgbss. Second Edition. Demy i2mo, 

X2S. 

WAYLEN (JAMES). 

THE HOUSE OF CROM- 

WELL and THE STORY OF DUN- 
KIRK. Royal Svo, cloth, 12s. 

WESTIVOOD (7. O.), M.A., F.L.S., 

A DESCRIPTIVE and ILLUS- 

TRATED CATALOGUE OF THE 
FICTILE IVORIES IN THE SOUTH 
KENSINGTON MUSEUM. With an 
Account of the Continental Collections of 
Classical and Mediaeval Ivories. Royal 
Svo, half-morocco, £1 4s. 



WHITE (WALTER). 

HOLIDAYS IN TYROL: 

Kufstein, Klobenstein, and Paneveggio. 
Large crown Svo, 145. 

A MONTH IN YORKSHIRE. 

Post Svo. With a Map. Fifth edition. 4s. 

A LONDONER'S WALK TO 

THE LAND'S END, AND A TRIP 
TO THE SCILLY ISLES. Post Svo. 
With 4 Maps. Thurd Edition. 4s. 

WORNUM (R. N) 

THE EPOCHS OF PAINTING. 

A Biographical and Critical Essay on 
Painting and Painters of all Times and 
many Places. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. Demy Svo, cloth, £i. 

ANALYSIS OF ORNAMENT : 

THE CHARACTERISTICS OF 
STYLES. An Introduction to the Study 
of the History of Ornamental Art. With 
many Illustrations. Sixth Edition. Royal 
Svo, cloth, 8s. 

WILDFO WLER. 

SHOOTING ADVENTURES, 

CANINE LORE, AND SEA-FISH- 
ING TRIPS. Third Series. By " Wild- 
fowler," "Snapshot." a vols. Large 
crown Svo, 21s. 

SHOOTING, YACHTING, 

AND SEA-FISHING TRIPS, at Home 
and on the Continent. Second Series. By 

"WiLDFOWLER," "SNAPSHOT." 2 Vols. 

Crown Svo, £t. is. 

SHOOTING AND FISHING 

TRIPS IN ENGLAND, FRANCE, 
ALSACE, BELGIUM, HOLLAND, 
AND BAVARIA. By ^'Wildfowlbr," 
" Snapshot." New Edition, with Illus- 
trations. Large crown Svo, Ss. 

WYLDE (ATHERTON). 

MY CHIEF AND I ; or, SIX 

MONTHS IN NATAL AFTER THE 
LANGALIBALELE OUTBREAK. 

With Portrait of Colonel Dumford, and 
Illustrations. Demy Svo, 14s. 

YOUNGE(C. D.). 

PARALLEL LIVES OF 

ANCIENT AND MODERN HEROES. 
New Edition. i2mQ^ clotVv^ »?». ^A. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



SOUTH KENSINGTON MUSEUM SCIENCE AND ART 

HANDBOOKS. 

Published for the Committee of Council on Education, 



INDIA— THE INDUSTRIAL 

ARTS OF. By George C. M. Bird- 
wood, C.S.I. With Map and 174 Illustra- 
dons. 8vo, 14s. 

DYCE AND FORSTER COL- 

LECTIONS— HANDBOOK TO THE. 
By W. Maskell. With Illustrations. 
Large crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

SPAIN— THE INDUSTRIAL 

ARTS IN. By Juan F. Riano. Illus- 
trated. Large crown 8vo, 4s. 

GLASS. By Alexander 

Nesbitt. Illustrated. Large crown Svo, 
2S. 6d. 

GOLD AND SILVER SMITHS' 

WORK. ByJoHNHuNGERFORD Pollen. 
With numerous Woodcuts. Large crown 
Svo, 2S. 6d. 

TAPESTRY. By Alfred Cham- 

pbaux. With Woodcuts. 2s. 6d. 

BRONZES. By C. Drury E. 

Fortnum, F.S.A. With numerous Wood. 
cuts. Laige crown Svo, 2s. 6d. 

PLAIN WORDS ABOUT 

WATER. By A. H. Church, M.A., 
Oxon. Illustrated. Large crown Svo, 
sewed, 6d. 

ANIMAL PRODUCTS: their 

Preparation, Commercial Uses and Value. 
By T. L. SiMMONDS. With numerous 
Illustrations. Large crown Svo, 7s. 6d. 

FOOD : A Short Account of 

the Sources, Constituents, and^ Uses of 
Food ; intended chiefly as a Guide to the 
Food Collection in the Bethnal Green 
Museum. By A. H. Church, M. A., Oxon. 
Large crown Svo, 3s. 

SCIENCE CONFERENCES. 

Delivered at the South Kensington 
Museum. Crown Svo, 2 vols., 6s. each. 

Vol. I. — Physics and Mechanics. 

Vol. II. — Chemistry, Biology, Physical 
Geography, Geology, Mineralogy, and 
Meteorok^. 



ECONOMIC ENTOMOLOGY. 

By Andrew Murray, F.L.S., Aptera. 
With numerous Illustrations. Large crown 
Svo, 7s. 6d. 

HANDBOOK TO THE 

SPECIAL LOAN COLLECTION OF 
SCIENTIFIC APPARATUS. Large 
crown Svo, 3s. 

INDUSTRIAL ARTS: His- 

torical Sketches. '\^th 242 Illustrations. 
Large crown Svo, 3s. 

TEXTILE FABRICS. By the 

Very Rev. Daniel Rock, D.D. With 
numerous Woodcuts. Large crown Svo, 
2S. 6d. 

IVORIES: ANCIENT AND 

MEDIAEVAL. By William Maskell. 
With numerous Woodcuts. Large crown 
Svo, 2S. 6d. 

ANCIENT AND MODERN 

FURNITURE AND WOODWORK. 
By John Huncerford Pollen. With 
numerous Woodcuts. Large croMm Svo, 
2s. 6d. 

JAPANESE POTTERY. Being 

a Native Report. Edited by A. W. 
Franks. Numerotis Illustrations aud 
Marks. Large crown Svo, 2s. 6d. 

M A I O L I C A. By C. Drury 

E. Fortnum, F.S.A. With numerous 
Woodcuts. Large crown Svo, 2s. 6d. 

MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS 

By Carl Engel. With numerous Wood- 
cuts. Large crown Svo, 2s. 6d. 

MANUAL OF DESIGN, com- 

Siled from the Writings and Addresses of 
licHARD Redgrave, R.A. By Gilbert 
R. Redgrave. With Woodcuts. Large 
crown Svo, 2s. 6d. 

PERSIAN ART. By Major R. 

Murdock Smith, R.E.^ Second Edition, 
with additional Illustrations. Large crown 

Svo, 2S. 

FREE EVENING LECTURES 

Delivered in connection with the Special 
Loan Collection of Scientific Apparatost 
1S76. Large crown Svo, Ss. 
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CARLYLE'S (THOMAS) WORKS, 



THE LIBRARY EDITION. 



^4 vols.. Demy 8vo^ £1$, 



SARTOR RESARTUS. The 

Life and Opinions of Herr TcufelsdrOckh. 
With a Portrait, 7s. 6d. 

THE FRENCH REVOLU- 

TION. A History, 3 vols., each 9s. 

LIFE OF FREDERICK 

SCHILLER AND EXAMINATION 
OF HIS WORKS. With Supplement 
of 1872, Portrait and Plates, 9s. 

CRITICAL AND MISCEL- 
LANEOUS ESSAYS. With a Portrait. 
6 vols., each 9s. 

ON HEROES, HERO WOR- 
SHIP, AND THE HEROIC IN 
HISTORY. 7s. 6d. 



PAST AND PRESENT. 9s. 
OLIVER CROMWELL'S 

LETTERS AND SPEECHES. With 
Portraits. 5 vols., each 9s. 

LATTER-DAY PAMPHLETS. 

9s. 

LIFE OF JOHN STERLING. 

With Portrait. 9s. 

HISTORY OF FREDERICK 

THE SECOND. 10 vols., each ^s. 

TRANSLATIONS FROM 

THE GERMAN. 3 vols, each 9s. 

GENERAL INDEX TO THE 

LIBRARY EDITION. 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



CHEAP AND UNIFORM EDITION. 



2j vols.t Crown Svo, clotk, £j $s. 



THE FRENCH REVOLU- 

TION. A History. 2 vols., 12s. 

OLIVER CROMWELLS LET- 
TERS AND SPEECHES, with Eluci- 
dations, &c. 3 vols., i8s. 

LIVES OF SCHILLER AND 

JOHN STERLING, i vol., 6s. 

CRITICAL AND MISCEL- 
LANEOUS ESSAYS. 4 vols., £t 4s. 

SARTOR RESARTUS AND 

LECTURES ON HEROES, i vol., 6s. 



LATTER-DAY PAMPHLETS. 

X vol., 6s. 

CHARTISM AND PAST AND 

PRESENT. 1 vol., 6s. 

TRANSLATIONS FROM 

THE GERMAN OF MUSiEUS, 
TIECK, AND RICHTER. 1 vol., 6s. 

WILHELM MEISTER, by 

Goethe. A Translation. 2 vols., Z2S. 

HISTORY OF ^FREDERICK 

THE SECOND, called Fx^-dKwiB. Sic«. 
OieaX. TvN^:^, t"»\a^« 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



CARLYLE'S CTHOMAS) WORKS— C^«/m«<f^. 

PEOPLE'S EDITION. 

J7 voU.t small Crown Svo^ cloth; or in sets of ^y vols, in i8, cloth gilt, £3 I4s,i 

separate volumes, 2s. each. 



SARTOR RESARTUS. 
FRENCH REVOLUTION. 

3 vols. 

LIFE OF JOHN STERLING. 

OLIVER CROMWELL'S LET- 
TERS AND SPEECHES. 5 vols. 

ON HEROES AND HERO 

WORSHIP. 

PAST AND PRESENT. 

CRITICAL AND MISCEL- 
LANEOUS ESSAYS. 7 vols. 



LATTER-DAY PAMPHLETS. 
LIFE OF SCHILLER. 
FREDERICK THE GREAT. 

10 vols. 

WILHELM MEISTER. 3 vols. 
TRANSLATIONS FROM 

MUSiEUS, TIECK, AND RICHTER. 

a vols. 

EARLY KINGS OF NOR- 
WAY, ESSAY ON THE PORTRAITS 
OF KNOX, and GENERAL INDEX. 



' DICKENS'S (CHARLES) WORKS. 

THE ORIGINAL EDITION. 

Printed from the original Stereos, with the Plates, in Demy 8vo, 



THE MYSTERY OF EDWIN 

DROOD. With 14 Illustrations by S. L. 
Fildes. 

OUR MUTUAL FRIEND. 

With 40 Illustrations by Marcus Stone. 

THE PICKWICK PAPERS. 

With 43 Illustrations by Seymour and Phiz. 

NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. 

With 40 Illustrations by Phiz. 

SKETCHES BY " BOZ." With 

40 Illustrations by George Cruikshank. 

MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT. 

With 40 Illustrations by Phiz. 

DOMBEY AND SON. With 

40 Illustrations by Phiz. 

DAVID COPPERFIELD. With 

40 Illustrations by Phiz. 

BLEAK HOUSE. With 40 

Illustrations by Phiz. 

* 2Yi6iieJ2iainder of Dickens's Works 



LITTLE DORRIT. With 40 

Illustrations by "Phiz." 

THE OLD CURIOSITY 

SHOP. With 75 Illustrations by George 
Cattermole and H. K. Browne. 

BARNABY RUDGE. A Tale of 

the Riots of 'Eighty. With 78 Illustrations 
by George Cattermole and H. K. Browne. 

CHRISTMAS BOOKS : con- 

taining The Christmas Carol ; The Cricket 
on the Hearth ; The Chimes ; The Battle 
of Life ; The Haunted House. With all 
the original Illustrations. 

OLIVER TWIST and TALE 

OF TWO CITIES. In i volume. 

OLIVER TWIST. Separately. 

With 24 Illustrations by George Cruik* 
sh.mk. 

A TALE OF TWO CITIES. 

Separately, With 16 Illustrations by 
Phiz. ' 

were not originally printed in demy 8to. 
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DICKENS'S (CHARLES) WOKJUS-^ontinued. 

THE ILLUSTRATED LIBRARY EDITION. 

WitA all the Original Illustrations^ in 30 vols,^ Demy 8vo, cloth, £iS; separate 

volumes, los, each. 

This is printed on finer paper and in larger type than any previous edition, from type cast 
especially for it, and the size admits of the introduction of all the original Illustrations. 



SKETCHES BY " BOZ." With 

40 Illustrations by George Cruikshank. 

THE PICKWICK PAPERS. 

3 vols. With 42 Illustrations by Phiz. 

OLIVER TWIST. With 24 

Illustrations by George Cruikshank. 

NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. 

2 vols. With 40 Illustrations by Phiz. 

OLD CURIOSITY SHOP and 

REPRINTED PIECES. 2 vols. With 
Woodcuts by Cattermole and others. 

BARNABY RUDGE and 

HARD TIMES. 2 vols. With Wood- 
cuts by Cattermole and others. 

MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT. 

2 vols. With 40 Illustrations by Phiz. 

AMERICAN NOTES and 

PICTURES FROM ITALY. With 
8 Woodcuts. 

DOMBEY AND SON. 2 vols. 

With 40 Illustrations by Phiz. 

DAVID COPPERFIELD. 

2 vols. With 40 Illustrations by Phiz. 

BLEAK HOUSE. 2 vols. 

With 40 Illustrations by Phiz. 



LITTLE DORRIT. 2 vols. 

With 40 Illustrations by Phiz. 

TALE OF TWO CITIES. 

With x6 Illustrations by Phiz. 

UNCOMMERCIAL TRAVEL- 

LER. With 8 Illustrations by Marcus 
Stone. 

GREAT EXPECTATIONS. 

With 8 Illustrations by Marcus Stone. 

OUR MUTUAL FRIEND. 

2 vols. With 40 Illixstrations by Marcus 
Stone. 

CHRISTMAS BOOKS. With 

17 Illustrations by Sir E. Landseer, R.A., 
Maclise, R.A., &c. 

HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 

With 8 Illustrations by Marcus Stone. 

CHRISTMAS STORIES (from 

" Household Words " and " AU the Year 
Round.") With 14 Woodcuts. 

EDWIN DROOD and OTHER 

STORIES. With 12 lUustrations by 
S. L. Fildes. 

THE LIFE OF CHARLES 

DICKENS. ByJoHNFoRSTBR. Uniform 
•with this Edition, 2 vols., demy 8vo., 
8s. each. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



DICKENS'S (CHARLES) VfOKYiS-<:onimued. 

THE LIBRARY EDITION. 

SO vols.y Post 8vo, £12; separate vols,^ 8s. each. 

The list of ^volumes and plates is the same as in the preceding edition (Illtistrated Library 
Edition), but the volumes are of less size and smaller type. 

THE LIFE OF CHARLES DICKENS. 

To suit tlus Edition, z vol., Post 8vo., zos. 6d. 



THE POPULAR LIBRARY EDITION. 

Now complete in 30 vols.^ Post 8vo, £SS^' * separate vols,, 3s. 6d. each. 

The list of volumes is the same as in the '' Illustrated Library Edition/' and each contains 
z6 of the best Woodcuts, from the " Household Edition," printed on plate paper. 



THE POCKET EDITION. 

JO vols., small Pcap, cloth, sold in sets only, £2 ^s. 
Very small volumes, and very dear type. 



MR. DICKENS'S READINGS 

Pcap. Svo, sewed. 
CHRISTMAS CAROL IN PROSE, zs. 
CRICKET ON THE HEARTH, zs. 
CHIMES : A GOBLIN STORY, zs. 



STORY OF LITTLE DOMBEY. is. 

POOR TRAVELLER, BOOTS AT 
THE HOLLY-TREE INN, and MRS 
GAMP. zs. 



A CHRISTMAS CAROL. With 

the Original Coloured Plates ; being a 
reprint of the Original Edition. Small Svo, 
red dothj gilt edges, 5s. 



SKETCHES OF YOUNG 

COUPLES and YOUNG GENTLE- 
MEN, by Boz; and of YOUNG 
LADIES, by Quiz. With Illustrations 
by Phiz. Small crown 8vo, 38. 6d. 
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DICKENS'S (CHARLES) VfOKKS-Coniinued, 

THE HOUSEHOLIi EDITION. 

Now computet with Life by John Forster / 22 vols., Crown 4to, cloth, £j ip, 6d, ; 

ditto in paper wrapper, £2 i^s. 



Voltunes 4s. in Cloth ; 3s. in paper wrapper. 

BLEAK HOUSE. With 61 

Illustrations by F. Barnard. 

MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT. 

With 59 Illustrations by F. Barnard. 

OLD CURIOSITY SHOP. 

With 39 Illustrations by C. Green. 

CHRISTMAS STORIES from 

" Household Words," with 23 Illustrations, 
by E. G. DalzieL 

EDWIN DROOD and OTHER 

STORIES. With 30 Illustrations by 
L. Fildes, E. G. Dalziel, and F. Barnard. 

DAVID COPPERFIELD. With 

6x Illustrations by F. Barnard. 

DOMBEY AND SON. With 

62 Illustrations by F. Barnard. 

LITTLE DORRIT. With 58 

Illustrations by J. Mahoney. 

OUR MUTUAL FRIEND. 

With 58 Illustrations by J. Mahoney. 

NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. With 

59 Illustrations by F. Barnard. 

THE PICKWICK PAPERS. 

With 57 Illustrations by Phiz. 

BARNABY RUDGE. With 

46 Illustrations by F. Barnard. 



Volumes as. 6d. in cloth; is. 9d. in paper 

wrapper. 

AMERICAN NOTES and 

PICTURES FROM ITALY. With 18 
Illustrations by A. B. Frost and Gordon 
Thomson. 

CHRISTMAS BOOKS. With 

28 Illustrations by F. Barnard. 

GREAT EXPECTATIONS. 

With 30 Illustrations by J. A. Eraser. 

SKETCHES BY " BOZ." With 

34 Illustrations by F. Barnard. 

OLIVER TWIST. With 28 

Illustrations by J. Mahoney. 

TALE OF TWO CITIES. With 

25 Illustrations by F. Barnard. 

THE UNCOMMERCIAL 

TRAVELLER. With 36 lUustrations by 
£. G. Dalziel. 

CHILDS HISTORY OF ENG- 
LAND. With 15 lUustrations by J. M. L. 
Ralston. 

2s. cloth ; xs. 6d. paper wrapper. 

HARD TIMES. With 20 lUus- 

trations by H. French. 

4s. 6d. cloth ; 3s. 6d. paper wrapper. 

THE LIFE OF CHARLES 

DICKENS. By J. Forster, With 40 
Illustrations. 



Messrs. Chapman & Hall trust that by this Edition they will be enabled 
to place the works of the most popular British Author of the present day in 
the hands of all English readers. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



DICKENS'S (CHARLES) VfOKYLS-Continued, 

THE "CHARLES DICKENS" EDITION. 

21 vols.t Crown Svo., £j gs, 6d. With Illustrations, 



PICKWICK PAPERS. 
MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT. 

DOMBEY AND SON. 

NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. 

DAVID COPPERFIELD. 

BLEAK HOUSE. 
LITTLE DORRIT. 

TALE OF TWO CITIES. 
SKETCHES BY BOZ. 
CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 



Vols, at 39. 6d. 

OUR MUTUAL FRIEND. 
BARNABY RUDGE. 
OLD CURIOSITY SHOP 



AMERICAN NOTES 

REPRINTED PIECES. 

OLIVER TWIST. 



A CHILD'S HISTORY OF 

ENGLAND. 

EDWIN DROOD and OTHER 

STORIES. 

CHRISTMAS STORIES from 

" Household Words." 
Vols, at 3S. 

GREAT EXPECTATIONS. 

HARD TIMES and PIC- 
TURES FROM ITALY. 

UNCOMMERCIAL TRA- 

a^nd VELLER. 

LIFE OF CHARLES 

DICKENS. Uniform with thb Edition. 
2 vols., 7s. 



LEVER'S (CHARLES) WORKS. 

THE ORIGINAL EDITION WITH THE ILLUSTRATIONS. 

CHEAP EDITION. 
Fancy boards^ 2s, 6d, 



CHARLES O'MALLEY. 
TOM BURKE. 

THE KNIGHT OF GWYNNE. 
MARTINS OF CROMARTIN. 



THE DALTONS. 
ROLAND CASHEL. 
DAVENPORT DUNN, 
DODD FAMILY. 



Fancy boards, 2s, 



THE O'DONOGHUE. 

FORTUNES OF GLENCORE. 

HARRY LORREQUER. 

ONE OF THEM. 

A DAY'S RIDE. 

JACK HINTON. 

HARRINGTON. 

TONY BUTLER. 

MAURICE TIERNAY. 

SIR BROOKE FOSBROOKE. 

BRAMLEIGHS OF BISHOP'S 
FOLLY. 



LORD KILGOBBIN. 
LUTTRELL OF ARRAN. 
RENT IN THE CLOUD and 

ST. PATRICK'S EVE. 
CON CREGAN. 
ARTHUR O'LEARY. 
THAT BOY OF NORCOTTS. 
CORNELIUS O'DOWD. 
SIR JASPER CAREW. 
NUTS AND NUT-CRACKERS. 



A /so in sets, ?.8 vols,, cloth, for £^ 4?. 
LIFE OF CHARLES LEyiE.K, By W. J. Fitx-Pj^trick. a vols. Demy 8vo, 30s. 
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TROLLOPE'S (ANTHONY) WORKS. 



CHEAP EDITION. 



♦the prime minister, 
phineas finn, 
orley farm. 
can you forgive her? 



Boards, 2s, 6d. 



PHINEAS REDUX. 

HE KNEW HE WAS RIGHT. 

EUSTACE DIAMONDS. 



Boards, 2s, 



VICAR OF BULLHAMPTON. 
RALPH THE HEIR. 
THE BERTRAMS. 
KELLYS AND. O'KELLYS. 
McDERMOT OF BALLYCLORAN. 
CASTLE RICHMOND. 
BELTON ESTATE. 
MISS MACKENZIE. 
LADY ANNA. 



HARRY HOTSPUR. 

RACHEL RAY. 

TALES OF ALL COUNTRIES. 

MARY GRESLEY. 

LOTTA SCHMIDT. 

LA VENDUE. 

DOCTOR THORNE. 

IS HE POPENJOY? 



WHYTE-MELVILLE'S WORKS. 

CHEAP EDITION. 

Crown %vo, fancy boards, 2s, each, or 2s, 6d. in cloth. 



UNCLE JOHN. 

THE WHITE ROSE. 

CERISE. 

BROOKES OF BRIDLEMERE. 

** BONES AND L" 

"M., OR N." 

CONTRABAND. 

MARKET HARBOROUGH. 

SARCHEDON. 

SONGS AND VERSES. 



SATANELLA. 

THE TRUE CROSS. 

KATERFELTO. 

SISTER LOUISE. 

ROSINE. 

BLACK BUT COMELY. 

RIDING RECOLLECTIONS. 

TILBURY NOGO. 

ROY'S WIFE. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



LIBRARY 



OF 



CONTEMPORARY SCIENCE. 



The volumes in actual course of execution, or contemplated, will embrace such 
subjects as : 

New ready. 



SCIENCE OF LANGUAGE. By A. 

HOVELACQUE. 5S. 

BIOLOGY. By Dr. C. Letourneau. 6s. 
ANTHROPOLOGY. By Dr. Paul 

TOPINARD. 7S. 6d. 

ESTHETICS. By Eugene V&ion. 7s. 6d. 

PHILOSOPHY. By AndrA Lef^vre. 
7s. 6d. 

SOCIOLOGY, By Dr. C. Letourneau. 

Jn the^eis. 

In course of preparaium, 
COMPARATIVE MYTHOLOGY. 
ASTRONOMY. 

PREHISTORIC ARCHiEOLOGY. 
ETHNOGRAPHY. 



GEOLOGY. 
HYGIENE. 

POLITICAL ECONOMY. 

PHYSICAL AND COMMERCIAL 
GEOGRAPHY. 

ARCHITECTXniE. 

CHEMISTRY. 

EDUCATION. 

GENERAL ANATOMY 
ZOOLOGY. 
BOTANY. 
METEOROLOGY. 

HISTORY. 
FINANCE. 

MECHANICS. 

STATISTICS, &c. &c. 



All the volumes, while complete and so far independent in themselves, will be 
of uniform appearance, slightly varying, according to the nature of the subject, 
in bulk and in price. » 

When finished they will form a Complete Collection of Standard Works of 
Reference on all the physical and mental sciences, thus fully justifying the general 
tide chosen for the series — " Library of Contemporary Science." 
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List of Boohs, Drawing Examples, Diagrams, Utodels, 

Instruments, &c. 

INCLUDING 

THOSE ISSUED UNDER THE AUTHORITY OF THE SCIENCE 
AND ART DEPARTMENT, SOUTH KENSINGTON, FOR THE 
USE OF SCHOOLS AND ART AND SCIENCE CLASSES. 



BARTLEY (G. C T.) 

CATALOGUE OF MODERN 

WORKS ON SCIENCE AND TECH- 
NOLOGY. Post 8vo, sewed, xs. 

BENSON (W.) 

PRINCIPLES OF THE 

SCIENCE OF COLOUR. Small 410, 
cloth, Z5S. 

MANUAL OF THE SCIENCE 

OF COLOUR. Coloured Frontispiece 
and Illustrations. i2mo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

BRADLEY {THOMAS), of the Royal 
Military Academy, Woolwich. 

ELEMENTS OF GEOMETRI- 
CAL DRAWING. In Two Parts, with 
60 Plates. Oblong folio, half-bound, each 
Part x6s. 

Selections (from the above) of 20 Plates, 
for the use of the Royal Military Academy, 
Woolwich. Oblong folio, half-bound, 16s. 

BURCHETT. 

LINEAR PERSPECTIVE. 

With Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth, 7s. 

PRACTICAL GEOMETRY. 

Post 8vo, cloth, ss. 

DEFINITIONS OF GEOME" 

TRY. Third Edition. 24mo, sewed, sd. 
CARROLL {JOHN), 

FREEHAND DRAWING- 

LESSONS FOR THE BLACK 
BOARD. 6s. 

CUBLEY {W. H). 

A SYSTEM OF ELEMEN- 
TARY DRAWING. With Illustrations 
and Examples. Imperial 4to, sewed 8s. 



DAVISON {ELLIS A.). 

DRAWING FOR ELEMEN- 
TARY SCHOOLS. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 

MODEL DRAWING. i2mo, 

cloth, 3s. 

THE AMATEUR HOUSE 

CARPENTER: A Guide in Building, 
Making, and Repairing. With numerous 
Illustrations, drawn on Wood by the 
Author. Demy 8vo, los. 6d. 

DELAMOTTE {P, H.) 

PROGRESSIVE DRAWING- 

BOOK FOR BEGINNERS. 

3s. 6d. 



x2mo. 



DICKSEE (y. R.) 

SCHOOL PERSPECTIVE. 

8vo, cloth, 5s. 

DYCE, 

DRAWING-BOOK OF THE 

GOVERNMENT SCHOOL OF DE- 
SIGN: ELEMENTARY OUTLINES 
OF ORNAMENT. 50 Plates. Small 
folio, sewed, 5s. ; mounted, x8s. 

INTRODUCTION to DITTO. 

Fcap. 8vo, 6d. 

FOSTER {VERE). 

DRAWING-BOOKS : 

{a) Forty-two Numbers, at id. each. 

iff) Forty-six Numbers, at 3d. each. The 
set b includes the subjects in a. 

DRAWING-CARDS : 

Freehand Drawing : First Grade, Sets I. , 
II., III., price IS. each ; in cloth cases, 
xs. 6d. each. 

Second Grade, Set I., price 2s. ; in cloth 
case, 3s. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



HENSLOW {PROFESSOR). 

ILLUSTRATIONS TO BE 

EMPLOYED IN THE PRACTICAL 
LESSONS ON BOTANY. Prepared 
for South Kensington Museum. Post 8vo, 
sewed, 6d. 

JACOBSTHAL (E.). 

GRAMMATIK DER ORNA- 

MENTE, in 7 Parts, of 20 Plates each. 
Price, unmounted, £3 13s. 6d. ; mounted 
on cardboard, ;^ii 4s. The Parts can be 
had separately. 

yEW/TT. 

HANDBOOK OF PRACTI- 
CAL PERSPECTIVE. i8mo, cloth, 
IS. 6d. 

KENNEDY (JOHN), 

FIRST GRADE PRACTICAL 

GEOMETRY, lamo, 6d. 

FREEHAND DRAWING- 

BOOK. x6mo, cloth, is. 6d. 
LINDLEY {JOHN), 

SYMMETRY OF VEGETA- 

TION : Principles to be observed in the 
delineation of Plants, izmo, sewed, is. 

MARSHALL, 

HUMAN BODY. Text and 

Plates reduced from the large Diagrams. 
2 vols., cloth, £1 IS. 

NEWTON {E. TULLEY), F.G.S. 

THE TYPICAL PARTS IN 

THE SKELETONS OF A CAT, DUCK, 
AND CODFISH, being a Catalogue with 
Comparative Descriptions arranged in a 
Tabular Form. Demy 8vo, 3s. 

OLIVER {PROFESSOR). 

ILLUSTRATIONS OF THE 

VEGETABLE KINGDOM. 109 Plates. 
Oblong 8vo, cloth. Plain, i6s.; coloured, 
£1 6s. 

PUCKETT {R. CAMPBELL). 

SCIOGRAPHY, OR RADIAL 

PROJECTION OF SHADOWS. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 6s. 

REDGRA VE. 

MANUAL AND CATECHISM 

ON COLOUR. Fifth Edition. 24mo, 
sewed, gd. 



ROBSON {GEORGE). 

ELEMENTARY BUILDING 

CONSTRUCIION. Oblong foL, sewed, 
8s. 

WALLIS {GEORGE). 

DRAWING - BOOK. Oblong, 

sewed, 3s. 6d. ; mounted, 8s. 
WORNUM {R. N.). 

THE CHARACTERISTICS 

OF STYLES : An Introduction to the 
Study of the History of Ornamental Art 
Roysd 8vo, cloth, 8s. 

DIRECTIONS FOR INTRa 

DUCING ELEMENTARY DRAWING 
IN SCHOOLS AND AMONG WORK- 
MEN. Published at the Request of the 
Society of Arts. Small 4to, cloth, 4s. 6d. 

DRAWING FOR YOUNG 

CHILDREN. Containing 150 Copies. 
i6mo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

EDUCATIONAL DIVISION 

OF SOUTH KENSINGTON MU- 
SEUM : CLASSIFIED CATALOGUE 
OF. Ninth Edition. 8vo, 7s. 

ELEMENTARY DRAWING 

COPY-BOOKS, for the use of Childxen 
from four years old and upwards, in 
Schools and Families. Compiled by a 
Student certificated by the Science and 
Art Department as an Art Teacher. 
Seven Books in 4to, sewed : 

Book I. Letters, 8d. ' 

„ II. Ditto, 8d. 

„ III. Geometrical and Omamental 

Forms, 8d. 

„ IV. Objects, 8d. 

„ V. Leaves, 8d. 

„ VI. Birds, Animals, &c., 8d. 

,, VII. Leaves, Flowers, and Sprays, 
8d. 
%* Or in Sets of Seven Books, 4s. 6d, 

ENGINEER AND MACHINIST 

DRAWING-BOOK, j6 Parts, 71 Plates. 
Folio, £1 I2S. ; mounted, £^ 4s. 

PRINCIPLES OF DECORA- 
TIVE ART. Folio, sewed, zs. 

DIAGRAM OF THE COLOURS 

OF THE SPECTRUM, with Explanatory 
Letterpress, on roller, los. 6d. 
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COPIES FOR OUTLINE 

DRAWING : 
DYCE'S ELEMENTARY OUTLINES 
OF ORNAMENT, 50 Selected Plates, 
mounted back and front, i8s. ; un- 
mounted, sewed, 5s. 

WEITBRICHT'S OUTLINES OF 
ORNAMENT, reproduced by Herman, 
12 Plates, mounted back and front, 
8s. 6d.; unmounted, 2s. 

MORGHEN'S OUTLINES OF THE 
HUMAN FIGURE, reproduced by 
Herman, 20 Plates, mounted back and 
front, 15s.; unmounted, 3s. 4d. 

ONE SET OF FOUR PLATES, Out- 
lines of Tarsia, from Gruner, mounted, 
3s. 6d.; unmoimted, yd. 

ALBERTOLLI'S FOLIAGE, one set 
of Four Plates, mounted, 3s. 6d. ; un- 
mounted, 5d. 

OUTLINE OF TRAJAN FRIEZE, 
mounted, is. 

WALLIS'S DRAWING-BOOK, 
mounted, 8s.; unmounted, 3s. 6d. 

OUTLINE DRAWINGS OF 
FLOWERS, Eight Sheets, mounted, 
3s. 6d.; unmounted, 8d. 

COPIES FOR SHADED 

DRAWING : 

COURSE OF DESIGN. EyCH. Bargue 
(French), 20 Selected Sheets, 11 at 2s., 
and 9 at 3s. each. £,1 9s. 

PART OF A PILASTER FROM THE 
ALTAR OF ST. BIAGIO AT PISA, 
mounted, 2s. 

MOULDING OF SCULPTURED 
FOLIAGE, decorated, mounted, is. 6d. 

ARCHITECTURAL STUDIES. By 
J. B. Tripon. 10 Plates, £,x. 

MECHANICAL STUDIES. ByJ. B. 
Tripon. 15s. per dozen. 

FOLIATED SCROLL FROM THE 
VATICAN, unmounted, sd.; mounted, 
IS. 3d. 

TWELVE HEADS after Holbein, selected 
from his drawings in Her Majesty's Col- 
lection at Windsor. Reproduced in 
Autotype. Half-imperial, 36s. 

LESSONS IN SEPIA, 9s. per dozen, 
or IS. each. 

SMALL SEPIA DRAWING COPIES, 
9$. per dozen, or is. each. 



COLOURED EXAMPLES: 

A SMALL DIAGRAM OF COLOUR, 
mounted, is. 6d.; unmounted, 9d. 

TWO PLATES OF ELEMENTARY 
DESIGN, unmounted, is. ; mounted, 
3s. 9d. 

CAMELLIA, mounted, 3s. 9d. ; un- 
mounted, 2S. 9d. 

TORRENIA ASIATICA. Mounted, 
3s. 9d.; unmounted, 2s. 9d. 

PYNE'S LANDSCAPES IN CHROMO- 
LITHOGRAPHY (6), each, mounted, 
7s. 6d. ; or the set, £,1 5s. 

COTMAN'S PENCIL LANDSCAPES 
(set of 9), mounted, 15s. 

COTMAN'S SEPIA DRAWINGS (set 
of 5), mounted, £t\. 

ALLONGE'S LANDSCAPES IN 
CHARCOAL (6), at 4s. each, or the set, 
;^i 4s. 

BOUQUETS OF FLOWERS : 

4017. LARGE ROSES, &c., 4s. 6d. 

4018. ROSES AND HEARTSEASE, 

3s. 6d. 

4020. POPPIES, &c., 3S. 6d. 

4039. CHRYSANTHEMUMS, 4s. 6d. 

4040. LARGE CAMELLIAS, 4s. 6d. 

4077. LILAC AND GERANIUM,. 
3s. 6d. 

80. CAMELLIA AND ROSE, 3s. 6d. 

4082. LARGE DAHLIAS, 4s. 6d. 

4083. ROSES AND LILIES, 4s. 6d. 

4090. ROSES AND SWEET PEAS, 
3s. 6d. 

4094. LARGE ROSES AND 
HEARTSEASE, 4s. 

4180. LARGE BOUQUET OF 
LILAC, 6s. 6d. 

4190. DAHLIAS AND FUCHSIAS, 
6s. 6d. 



* Models, &c., entered as sets, cannot \»s\x^^\afc^€vck.^i. 
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SOLID 


MODELS 


&c: 


•Box of 


Modeli^ £• 4S. 




aoUd models, &c„ £l 


joint, to show I 


•One - 
One 

OlB 


■at quadraiigle. with a drcle an 
within ii, and one scraigbt wi 
solid cube. Oneslteleton^Srecub 
sphere. One cone. One lylind 


Skelet 


ncubeinwood. 


3».6d. 


ig-idch skeleton cube in 


wood, .IS. 


Three 


ol.jecBof/.™i 


Potter,: 







Imperial Deal Fram 


s, glaied. 


slink rings, -OS. each 




•DaTidson's Smaller Solid Models, 


£^, containing— 




1 Square Slabs. 
9 otlong Blocks 




(steps). 


3 Cubes. 




4 Square Bocfo 
Octagon Pnsm. 




Cylinder. 




Cone. 












Pyramid, Eqoili 


eral. 



Davidson's Advanced Drawmg Models, 
^Cs.— The following is a brief descrip- 
tion of the models :— An Obelisk— com- 
posed of a Octagonal Slabs, it and so 
inches across, and each 3 inches high \ 
. Cube. II inches edge; . Monolith 
(forming the body of the obelisk), 3 feet 
tieh; I Pyramid, 6 inches base; the 
complete objecl is thus nearly s feet 
tiiglL. A Market Cross — comp«ed of 

each 3 inches high ; i Upright, j feet 
Ugh; a Cross Arms, united by mortise 
and tenon jmols ; complete height, 3 
feet q inches. A Slep-Ladder, S3 inches 
high, A Kitchen table, i,« inches 



oHoTfrylinder* 



SOLID MODELS, Slc 

lengthwise. A Hallow SpberC; 
ID diameter, divided into sen"- 
one of which is again divided 



[Tided into semi-apbeics, 
again divided into quar- 



Dome olulsc on 



boa.^. 



ts placed on half the cylimier 



rinciples of orthographic pn>- 
Lpplied to mechauical drawlDg, 



miler^s Class Drawing Models.— Tbest 
Models are paiticuLrlv u~ ' ' 

strong, and the universal jtnnt will he 
the Models in any positiou. Wo 
Modtis : Square Pnsm, ra inches side, 
iS inches high ; HeKagoual Prism, 14 
inches side, iS incfao high; Cube, 11 






16 inches high ; ] 



n_Pwa- 



ude : Square Pyramid, 14 inches udc, 
32% inches side; Cone, 13 ioches dia- 
inetn,aa}j inches nde J SkeletoD Cube, 
Tg inches solid wood il£ inch sqnane: 
tulersecEing Circles, iq inches solid wood 
aSibnii inches- U'irr Madtll : Tri- 
angular Prism, 17 inches side, aa mches 
high ; Square Prism, 14 inches side, 7a 
tnchcshigh; Hexagonal Prism, ]6inches 



24 inches high ; Skeleton ( 
;hea side ; Intenecdng Circle 
; side ; Plain Circle, lo inches 



^ompt?ri^*^' 



Stand. The Sei 



* Models, &c., entered as sets, ci 



It te supplied singly. 




■HEN, Q.C 



I'OLLEUACHE. 
VNDALL. 
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PHYSIOLOGICAL : 

ELEVEN SHEETS. Illustrating 
Human Physiology, Life size and 
Coloured from Nature. Prepared under 
the direction of John Marshall, 
F.R.S., F.R.C.S., &c. Each Sheet, 
X2S. 6d. On canvas and rollers, var- 
nished, £t\ IS. 

1. THE SKELETON AND LIGA- 

MENTS. 

2. THE MUSCLES, JOINTS, AND 

ANIMAL MECHANICS. 

3. THE VISCERA IN POSITION.— 

THE STRUCTURE OF THE 
LUNGS. 

4. THE ORGANS OF CIRCULA- 

TION. 

5. THE LYMPHATICS OR AB- 

SORBENTS. 
6 THE ORGANS OF DIGESTION. 

7. THE BRAIN AND NERVES.— 

THE ORGANS OF THE VOICE. 

8. THE ORGANS OF THE SENSES. 

9. THE ORGANS OF THE SENSES. 



PHYSIOLOGICAL-C^;«//««<r^. 

10. THE MICROSCOPIC SI 

TURE OF THE TEXT! 
AND ORGANS. 

11. THE MICROSCOPIC SI 

TURE OF THE TEXT" 
AND ORGANS. 



HUMAN BODY, LIFE SIZE 
John Marshall, F.R.S., F.! 
Each Sheet, 12s. 6d. ; on canv£ 
rollers, varnished, £,x is. Expla 
Key, IS. 

1. THE SKELETON, Front Viev* 

2. THE MUSCLES, Front View. 

3. THE SKELETON, Back View 

4. THE MUSCLES, Back View. 

5. THE SKELETON, Side View 

6. THE MUSCLES, Side View. 

7. THE FEMALE SKELETON, 

View. 

ZOOLOGICAL : 

TEN SHEETS. Illustratin 
Classification of Animals. By R 
Patterson. £fl. ; on canvas and 1 
varnished, ^z ^os* 

The same, reduced in size on Royal 
in 9 Sheets, uncoloiured, 12s. 
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THE FORTNIGHTLY REVIEW. 

Edited by JOHN MORLEY. 
'yHE FORTNIGHTLY REVIEW is published on the ist of 

every month (the issue on the iSth being suspended)^ and a Volume is 
completed every Six Months. 

The following are among the Contributors: — 



sir rutherford alcock. 
mathew arnold, 
professor bain, 
professor beesly. 
dr. bridges. 

hon. george c. brodrick. 
sir george campbell, m.p. 
j. chamberlain, m.p. 
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